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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is as cliche as it gets.. Leave feedback if you guys actually enjoy this! (or if you want me to jump off a 
cliff for even writing something like this, either one is acceptable) James’ PON. 


The moment | heard those words | felt like my heart stopped beating and my blood froze in my veins. | 
couldn't move, | couldn't breathe and | couldn't speak Well, | suppose thats not exactly true, | could move, 


because my hands started violently shaking. 
"Jason got into an accident, he's badly hurt." 


Those words kept ringing in my head over and over again | heard Kirk's tearful voice telling me the address of 


the hospital and begging me to come there as fast as | could, but nothing could drown out those words. He's 


badly hurt.. 


My vision got blurry and | could feel tears running down my face, but | had no control over them. 


"Can you hear me? Please James, come here, | don't know what to do." Kirk was speaking through sobs. 


That snapped me out of it, sitting there and crying wouldn't change anything, | had to get to Jason as fast as | 


could. 
I'm on my way." My voice cracked as | spoke. 


| dropped the phone, jumped from my seat and practically ran outside, towards my car. It was snowing, but | 


didn't even bother to put on a jacket, almost like | didn't feel the cold 


A few hours later | was sitting in a waiting room, hiding my face in my hands. | tried talking to Kirk as soon as 


| got to the hospital, but it was useless, he was a complete mess and the nurses took him away to lie down. 


Lars wasn't there yet, he was out of town when this whole thing happened and needed time to get back, but 


he was on his way. 


My last sources of information were the people who worked at the hospital. One of the nurses stepped out of 
the surgery room where doctors were operating Jason and | quickly ran up to her. She was about to shoo me 
away, but my miserable state probably softened her heart and she gave me a brief summary of what she 
heard when Jason was brought into the hospital. 


Apparently he was driving home when Kirk called him. That's why Kirk was the first one to get here, he 
actually heard the accident happen through the phone. The road was slippery, a car in front of Jason got out 
of control and he didn't react fast enough to avoid colliding with it. 


According to the nurse, it's a miracle that Jason wasn't more hurt. The injuries he had were severe, but he 


was still incredibly lucky, because a crash like this could've killed him. 

| didn't even want to think about that. We have only been together for about a year, but he was my whole life. 
When he first joined the band, | tried to convince myself that | hated him, because | was still mad about losing 
Cliff and needed a person who could be blamed for what happened. But that didn't last long, because deep down 
inside | knew that it wasn't his fault. 


Jason took all the hazing and cruel pranks without any complaints. | guess he understood that we were just 


really hurt and that was our fucked up way of grieving. 
He quietly suffered through our cruelty and didn't make any remarks when after a while it slowly stopped. 


Kirk and Lars even became friendly with him, but | didn't. Somehow being friendly with Jason felt like betraying 
Cliff and | just couldn't do it. 


But somewhere along the way things changed. | don't know when exactly it happened, | just started noticing 


some things about him that attracted me to him. 


Like his adorable smile, the silly way he danced around the stage, the way our voices perfectly blended 
together when we were singing, his sea-colored eyes, and the way he always shyly looked away whenever he 


noticed me looking at him. 


Pretty soon | realized that | had a crush on him. On a guy. That wasn't exactly easy to admit to myself, but | 
liked Jason more than | liked the fake public image of a macho man, so | eventually got over it and asked him 


out. 

Jason was hesitant at first too, but something just clicked between us. We had a lot in common and the 
physical attraction was definitely there, so we started spending more and more time with each other until it 
was just silly to keep pretending that we weren't a couple. We were and | loved him. 

Now | had to sit here helplessly waiting for any news and be glad, because at least he didn't die. 

Many hours later, when it was already dark outside, a doctor finally stepped through the door. Lars had 
already arrived by that time, but he was off to check on Kirk, so | was alone again. | immediately stood up and 
the doctor walked up to me. 

"| suppose you're the patient's family member?" 


He was an elderly man, so | guess he didn't know who we were. 


"Uh... No, I'm his.. Boyfriend" Relief washed over me as | didn't see any negative reactions to what | said on the 


doctor's face. "How is he?" 


"There is no danger to his life, he needs a lot of rest right now. Unfortunately he sustained a head injury 
during the accident that might've affected his brain. We did what we could and so far we can't tell what the 
consequences might be. Your partner also broke his arm and has a few pretty severe bruises. He's a lucky 
young man, an accident like this could've taken his life." 


The part about the head injury scared me, but | kept telling myself that his life is what's most important at 


the moment. | just wanted him to be fine... 

"Will he wake up soon?" 

"Well he's not in a coma which is a great thing. He should wake up as soon as the anesthetics will stop working 
and his body will be ready." The doctor looked over me and gave me a pitying smile. "I suggest you to go home 


and get some sleep yourself." 


"m not leaving him." Despite the tiredness, my voice was determined. 


The doctor patted me on the shoulder. 
"He's going to be fine." These words calmed me down a little bit. 
"I know... Thank you." 


With another sad smile the doctor nodded and walked off. | slumped down on the chair and threw my head 


back. There was a long night ahead of me, but | didn't even consider going home. | couldn't leave him. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy and leave feedback (or not if you don't want to..) 


The following night was absolute hell. | kept pacing back and forth and consumed more coffee than | thought 
was humanly possible. Lars came back to sit with me, since Kirk was sleeping. Apparently he was so stressed 


out that the nurses actually had to give him some sort of medication to calm him down. 


Lars told me Kirk's part of the story. When he heard a loud bang and Jason screaming on the other end of the 
phone, he thought that Jason had died and that sent him into a panic attack. A brief thought that none of this 
would've happened if Kirk hadn't called Jason crossed my mind, but | shooed it away. He would never harm 


Jason intentionally. But he did harm him... 


| told Lars that he could go home if he wanted since | was staying at the hospital anyway, but he seemed 
downright insulted by that suggestion. He curled up on one of those really uncomfortable hospital couches 
muttering something angrily under his breath. The muttering soon stopped and when | looked over at him, he 


was already sleeping. The little fucker could pass out anywhere... 

| wasn't so lucky and to be honest | don't know if | even wanted to fall asleep. What if Jason woke up during 
that time? | couldn't let that happened, so | just poured myself another cup of coffee and sat down to wait for 
something to happen. Anything. 


It was around Sam when | couldn't take it anymore and decided to rest my sore eyes for a second. The noises 


of the hospital all blended into a hum that kept getting quieter until, by some miracle, | fell asleep. 

It only lasted a few hours and | wouldn't exactly call it rest. All my muscles hurt from sleeping in an 
uncomfortable position, my head was killing me and memories of where | was and why | was there made me 
feel miserable. 

| was used to waking up in a comfortable bed with Jason in my arms and this was a downgrade to say the 
least. Lars was already up and solving some sort of a crossword in a random magazine. He saw that | was 
looking at him through half opened eyes. 

"Rise and shine Jamey!" 


| groaned and started stretching my limbs, hoping that it will hopefully make some of the pain go away. 


"Don't fucking call me that.. Have you heard anything new about Jason?" 


"Yeah, | went to talk to his doctor as soon as | woke up. He said that Jason's condition is stable and that 
there's no reason for him not to wake up today. We're also allowed to go visit him, but | haven't done it yet, 
since | figured that you'll want to go first" My face lit up and Lars smirked at me. "| suppose you want to go 


see him right now? Come on, get your ass up. I'll show you where he is." 


| stood up making noises like an eighty year old man and followed Lars. He led me through a few corridors until 


we finally stopped in front of a door. | took a deep breath and Lars gave me a concerned look. 
"Well. Here we are. You're ready?" 
"Yeah..." 


| couldn't wait any longer, opened the door and stepped inside. The sight of Jason in the hospital bed made me 


freeze in shock for a second He seemed so weak and helpless... 
There was a bandage going over his forehead, his broken arm was in a cast and there was a nasty purple 
bruise on his cheekbone. A blanket covered the rest of his body, so none of the other bruises were visible and 


I'm not sure if | even wanted to see how badly he was actually hurt. This was hard enough to look at. 


| sat down on a chair next to his bed and took his healthy hand into mine. | wanted to say something, but no 
words could describe how | felt at that moment. Lars put his hand on my shoulder. 


"I know it looks fucking scary, but remember what the doctor said. He's gonna be fine." 
"He also said that they're not sure what the consequences of the head injury might be." 


Lars didn't answer, he just rubbed my shoulder. | guess he realized that nothing would make me feel better 


about the current situation 
"Hey, | could drive to your place and pick up some clothes, your toothbrushes and shit like that." 


"Yeah, that would be great." | reached into my pocked and gave him the keys to our house. A thought that | 


couldn't even remember if | locked the door when | left crossed my mind. 


Lars left and | was all alone with Jason. The room was eerily silent and | just kept staring at him, expecting his 
eyes to open at any second. | don't know how much time passed, but it felt like an eternity. | didn't let go of his 


hand and stroked his hair, expecting some sort of a reaction, but Jason was completely motionless. 
It was so frustrating. | wanted him to wake up, to look at me with those loving eyes, squeeze my hand and tell 
me that everything's gonna be alright. It's silly, | know, | was supposed to be the one comforting him in that 


situation, but Jason was always the one who calmed me down. 


Whenever | got angry about some random bullshit and felt like smashing someone's fucking face, he would 


sneak his arm around my waist, rest his head on my shoulder and start speaking all sorts of sweet nonsense. 
It always worked like a charm, | just couldn't stay angry when he was by my side. | desperately needed that at 
the moment. 

Lars came back with our stuff and was now sitting on a chair in the back of the room. Kirk came along with 
him and his presence annoyed me. A litle voice in the back of my head kept reminding me that if Kirk hadn't 
called Jason, this whole thing probably wouldn't have happened. 

| quickly focused all my attention back to Jason as | suddenly felt his fingers twitch in my hand. 

"Jase?" 

Lars and Kirk both jumped slightly when my voice broke the silence. A barely audible groan left Jason's throat 
and he turned his head slightly. | got up from the chair, sat down on the edge of the bed and softly cupped his 
unbruised cheek. 

"Jason, can you hear me? Please wake up baby.." My voice probably sounded desperate, but | didn't care. 
Jason groaned again, this time louder. His eyelids fluttered slightly and he opened his eyes just a tiny bit. His 
look was unfocused as he was struggling to regain consciousness, but | still couldn't keep a wide grin off my 


face as he slowly looked up at me. 


| leaned down and planted a light kiss on his lips, trying to be as careful as possible, almost as if a harsher 
touch could break him. 


"Welcome back.. Please don't scare me like that ever again" | gently stroked his cheek with my thumb. 


Jason finally opened his eyes wider and furrowed his eyebrows slightly. He then turned his head away from my 
hand. The movement was very settle, but | immediately noticed it. 


"W-what.. Are you.. Doing..?" Jason's voice was extremely raspy and weak. The question caught me off guard. 
"What do you mean baby?" 

Jason gave me an even more confused look and then looked down at our joined hands. | could feel his weak 
attempts to pull his hand out of mine. A thought that | might be hurting him crossed my mind and | quickly 
pulled my hands away from him. 


‘lm sorry, | guess I'll have to get used to you being a bit fragile for a while." 


| smiled, but Jason just kept staring at me. Then he turned his head and looked around the hospital room the 
best he could while lying on his back 


He finally noticed Lars and Kirk standing there. They both smiled at him. 
"Hey man! Glad to see you back" 


"Yeah, you scared the living shit out of me." Kirk laughed nervously, but quickly stopped when he saw me 
looking at him. 


"What... What happened?" 
The other guys both instantly looked at me. | guess it was for the best if | was the one who told him. 


"You got into a car accident. The road was very slippery, a car in front of you got out of control and." | 
glanced at Kirk He was looking at me, but quickly lowered his eyes. "You just didn't react fast enough." 


The look of shock on Jason's face was replaced by confusion 

"How could the road be slippery? Its summer" 

| didn't know how to respond to that. Something wasn't right... | looked over to Lars and Kirk and they were 
both giving me worried looks. | took Jason's hand again. He flinched slightly and gave me an odd look, but this 
time | didn’t let go. At that moment | desperately needed some sort of contact with him. 


"What's the last thing you remember?" | tried to be as calm as possible, but my voice was slightly shaking. 


Jason furrowed his eyebrows and looked at nothing in particular in front of him, searching for his memories. 


The process seemed almost painful to him. 
"We finished recording the album.. Then we went on tour. | remember a few shows, but... | can't." 


Jason scrunched up his eyes, clearly struggling to remember anything else. | gently stroked his hair trying to 


comfort him and he suddenly looked directly at me. 


"Would you knock it off? | don't know what kind of sick prank you're trying to set up here with all this hand 
holding, but this isn't exactly the best time." 


His voice was too weak to yell, but it was clearly angry. 

"Prank? What are you.." Suddenly it hit me. The last thing he remembered was the beginning of the Justice 
tour and we got together around the end of it. He didn't remember what happened between us. "No... Please, 
god no.." | pulled my hands away from him and tears started gathering in my eyes. That made the angry 


expression on Jason's face falter. 


"James, what are you.." His voice trailed off and | slumped down on a chair, hiding my face in my hands. 


He didn't remember.. | lost him... | don't know how he managed to forgive me for all the hazing, unjustified 
cruelty and even violence the first time, but it won't happen again. | apologised a million times and told him that 
| love him a million times more, but all of that was gone now. 


| heard Lars clearing his throat. 


"Uh... Jase, | don't know how to tell you this, but.. The Justice tour happened over a year ago. The accident 
probably made you lose your memory. And as for James... Well, you guys are together." 


"What do you mean together?" | couldn't see Jason's face, but | heard the panic in his voice. Like the thought 
of being with me scared him. Shit, this hurt.. 


"You're a couple." 

Absolute silence settled in the hospital room. With a shaky breath | sat up straight and looked at Jason He was 
searching Lars’ face for any sign of humour and the longer he couldn't find it, the more frightened he looked. 
His eyes were filled with disbelief when he turned to look at me again 


"You don't remember any of it?" My voice sounded broken. Probably because that's how | fucking felt.. 


Jason slowly shook his head. | had to close my eyes, because they were getting teary again. Why the fuck did 
this have to happen? 


| stood up, leaned over him and softly pressed my lips to his, trying to pour all my love into that one kiss. 
Jason didn't flinch like he did before, but he didn't respond either, so | pulled away, still holding my face close 
to his. 


"| love you.. You have no fucking idea how much | need you. Please remember Jase.. Please." My voice was 


barely a whisper, because only Jason was meant to hear those things. 


A tear escaped my eye and rolled down my cheek Jason followed it with his eyes. It looked like he wanted to 
wipe it off, but he didn't. 


"l. m sorry, | just can't" Jason looked away from my eyes, but | turned his attention back to me with 


another light kiss. 
"Do you at least want to remember?" 


He looked at me with those deep blue eyes and | could almost see wheels turning in his head, measuring the 


pros and cons. His look turned apologetic. 


"| don't know..." 


| closed my eyes trying not to break down. | couldn't blame Jason, all of his memories about me consisted of 


me treating him like shit. It was all my fucking fault. Of course he didn't want to be with me.. 
| stood up and cleared my throat. 

"IIl go tell the doctor that you're awake." With those words | started walking towards the door. 
"It wasn't a no." 


Those words made me stop. He said it very quietly, but | heard it clearly. A faint smile appeared on my face 
as | turned back to him. 


"| know.." Jason gave me a sad smile too and with that | left. 
As soon as the door closed behind me, | slumped down against the nearest wall. A few quiet sobs left my 
mouth. | needed him to remember.. | needed him. But | couldn't do anything about it. My helplessness in this 


situation was driving me insane. 


Suddenly | heard the door being opened and saw Kirk walking through it. | quickly tried to wipe off my teary 


cheeks. Yeah, as if he wouldn't fucking notice.. 


He walked up and sat down on the ground in front of me. He did it completely casually. That's one quality | 
always admired in Kirk, he didn't give a fuck about what other people might think about him. 


"James, | know that you blame me for what happened to Jason." 

"| don't blame you. It's not like you did it on purpose.” Kirk visibly relaxed when | said that. 

"Yeah, exactly! Jason is like a brother to me, both of you guys are, and | feel horrible about what happened, 
because | know that | might've influenced it. Hell, if | could switch places with him, | would" A sad smile spread 
across my face. 

"I know you would. That's exactly why | can't blame you." Kirk gave me a grateful look. 

"Me and Lars will do everything that we can to help Jason remember. Lars has so many pictures from the 
past year and a lot of them are with you guys. We'll bring them over, so Jason could look through them. 


Maybe that'll make him remember something." Kirk's tone was cheerful, but my expression turned grim. 


"What if he doesn't want to remember me? | mean, he only remembers me as a constantly drunk asshole who 
made his life in this band a living hell.” The smile from before disappeared from Kirk's face. 


"Honestly, | don't know. What | do know is that I've never seen you as relaxed as you are when Jason is leaning 


his head on your shoulder and I've never seen Jason as happy as he is when you tell him that you love him. 
Trying to make him remember all of that is at least worth a try" 


My mind wandered to those memories for a second, but they only made me feel worse, since | knew that 


those things might never happen again. 

There was a moment of silence until Kirk finally spoke again 

"You know, telling the doctor that Jason's awake is actually kind of important.” That brought me back to reality. 
"Shit, you're right.” 


With that we both stood up and went to look for the doctor. There was a new determination inside of me. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Just when you thought that this story couldn't get any cheesier.. 


For a while | basically lived at the hospital. The doctors wanted to monitor Jason's condition for a little longer 


and there was no way | could leave him. 


Lars and Kirk did force me to go home and get some sleep during the nights, but otherwise from early 
morning till late night, | stayed by Jason's side. 


Being at home without him felt wrong. Something was just off, the house seemed empty, cold and quiet. | 
couldn't wait to get him back there. 


A talk with his doctor calmed me down a little bit, because apparently memory loss isn't uncommon after a 


severe head trauma and his memories were supposed to gradually come back 
That didn't make this situation any less frustrating, but at least it gave me some sort of hope. 


Hope that | had to cling to with all my strength every time he shied away from my touch, uncomfortably 
shifted when | casually called him "baby" or when | had to restrain myself from kissing him, because | knew 


that he wasn't comfortable with it. 


Lars did bring the photo album that Kirk mentioned and it helped a lot. Any sort of disbelief that Jason 
might've had about our relationship went away as he flipped through the pages of that album, occasionally 
seeing pictures of us together. 


| took it as a small victory when he pulled out a picture in which he was asleep with his head on my lap as | 


was writing lyrics and called it cute. 


| told him various stories about our life together, like how our relationship started, our first date, what we 


liked doing together and stuff like that. 


His response worried me a little bit. He seemed interested and curious, but it always looked like he was listening 
to stories about another person's life. Something kept him from accepting those memories as his own, but | 


was determined to make him remember. 


It was about a week into Jason's stay at the hospital when his doctor walked through the door, giving us both 
a bright smile. 


"Good news Mr. Newsted. We have no reason to hold you here any longer. Your test results are good and all 


the injuries are healing properly. You'll be able to go home today." 

And he was right, Jason did look like he was healing. The bruise on his cheekbone was a bit lighter, the bandage 
that covered the wound on his forehead was replaced by a few bandaids and since all the other bruises were 
covered by clothes, the most noticeable injury was his broken forearm that was in a cast. 

"And what about my memory?" 

"| recommend jumping right back into your everyday routine. Your brain will notice certain patterns that have 
been repeated before and that should help you to slowly get your memory back. I'm sure that your partner 
will help you to recover in no time." Jason gave the doctor a confused look. 


"My partn.. Oh. Yeah, l'm.. l'm sure he will” 


He shifted uncomfortably as he said that and | had to keep a hurt expression from showing up on my face. 


The doctor glanced at both of us, but didn't say anything. 
"Right. Well I'll leave you two to get ready." 


He walked out and | was alone with Jason again. We were both silent, our previous conversation completely 


forgotten. There was a thoughtful expression on Jason's face. 

"James... | don't think you've mentioned this. Where exactly do we live?" 

Whenever he asked questions like that, | didn't know whether | wanted to laugh or cry. It sounded so absurd 
that he didn't know these things, but at the same time the genuine confusion and slight fear to hear the 
answer on his face was fucking breaking my heart. 

"We live at my house. You've been there, right? | mean, during the time in Metallica that you can remember." 
Jason shook his head. "Oh. Uh.. Well as the doctor said, you'll remember it gradually. You actually really like 
that place, it was your choice to move in with me and not the other way around. According to you its cosy." 
Jason nodded and looked away from me. 

"And what about my house?" 


"You sold it a few months ago. We never went there anymore, so there was no point to just keep it empty." 


Silence again. There was a nagging feeling in the back of my head. | knew why he was suddenly so upset, but it 
was hard for me to admit it. 


"Jase.. You don't want to go home with me, do you?" My sad tone made Jason look back up at me. 


"I do.. | mean, | don't know. This whole thing still seems a bit surreal to me. The way | remember it, you stil 
hated me like a week ago and now you want me to live with you. Its just all very sudden" | sat down on the 


edge of Jason's bed. 


| never hated you. | was sad and angry about Cliff's death, but there was no genuine hatred.. God, | was so 


scared when | first heard about what happened to you, the circumstances were just too fucking similar to 


what happened to Cliff. | thought that | lost you..." 


Jason hesitantly brushed his hand over mine and | instantly looked up at him. This was the first time he 
initiated any kind of physical contact between us. 


"Hey, it's alright. I'm fine. Well.. Not exactly fine, but I'll get better." | smiled at the fact that he was actually 
trying to comfort me. 


| know. Thank god that you're alive, that's what matters the most. We'll fix everything else together." Jason 
gave me a faint smile. "And as for the whole going home thing.. You heard what the doctor said, itll be best 
for you to just go back to your usual life and your usual life is with me." 

He didn't say anything. | carefully reached out my hand and started slowly stroking his hair. My movements 
were very settle. | was waiting for him to recoil from my touch, but he didn't. Instead he leaned into it and | 
could barely contain a smile. Maybe he didn't remember it, but Jason always loved it when | played with his 
hair. 

Please just trust me Jase?" He covered my hand with his and gave it a light squeeze. 


"Okay." 


| bent down wanting to kiss him, but he quickly turned his head away. | had to constantly remind myself not to 
rush things.. Jason let go of my hand and cleared his throat. 


"Uh... Maybe we should start getting ready to leave." | sighed and stood up. 

"Yeah, we probably should” 

| did most of the packing since Jason could only properly use one hand, but we were on our way home pretty 
soon. The car ride was quiet except for Black Sabbath blasting through the radio. Jason was curiously looking 
through the window as if this was his first time driving through this area 


| stopped the car in front of our house and stepped out. Jason seemed hesitant, but still followed me. 


Inside he was extremely shy, almost like he was afraid to touch anything. His eyes were wandering all around 


the place, taking in every detail as if it was all new to him. 


"Is your house too you know, no need to act like you're a guest here.’ 
That snapped him out of it and he nervously laughed. 

"Yeah, | know..." 

"Does anything look familiar?" He looked around again 

"Kind of.. | don't know, it's a very weird feeling. | don't recognize anything here, but it feels familiar." 

"That sounds like a good thing, right?" Jason just shrugged. "Let's go upstairs, you can unpack there." 

He once again hesitantly followed me as | led him to our bedroom. 

"So this is the place where we sleep.. Sometimes." | smirked as Jason's eyes widened when he realized what | 
meant by that. A slight blush coloured his cheeks. "I'm going to take a shower. Unpack your stuff and walk 
around the house for a bit, maybe itll bring up some memories.” 


Jason sat down on the edge of our bed with his bag and | went to the bathroom. 


When | came out about twenty minutes later, the bag was lying empty on the bed and Jason was nowhere to 


be seen. 


| walked downstairs and found him sitting in an armchair in our living room with an acoustic guitar in his hands. 


He was clumsily trying to make his broken arm move over the fretboard. 
"Hey, it didn't take you very long to find one of your guitars." He looked up at me surprised. 
“This is mine?" 


"Yeah, as soon as you moved in, this place got infested with basses and acoustics. There's even a classical 


guitar somewhere upstairs. No one plays it, but you insist on keeping it” 
Jason smiled sadly and looked down at the guitar in his hands. 


"See, thats the thing... It sounds like something | would do, but | don't remember any of it. The life that you're 
describing sounds great, but | don't feel like l'm a part of it" 


| knelt down in front of Jason and put my hand on his knee. 


‘Of course you are! You just need some time to remember and then everything's gonna go back to normal." 


My words sounded a bit overly optimistic and naive even to me. 


"James, |.." Jason closed his eyes and let out a heavy sigh. He looked defeated. "I just wanna go home." My 


eyebrows furrowed. 
"What do you mean? You are at home." 


"No, | mean | want to go to my home. A place that | recognize.. It would be so much easier if | could just go 
back to that last moment that | remember, when everything made sense, we had a brand new album out, | 
was freaking out about going on my first real tour with you guys and you.." Jason suddenly stopped himself 


and looked away from me. 
"And | what?" My voice sounded harsher than | intended and it made Jason flinch slightly. | dropped my hand 
from his knee. "Didn't love you? Is that what you're trying to say, you wish that | would leave you alone?" 


Jason's look instantly turned apologetic. 


"No! Don't take this the wrong way, | appreciate what you're doing, but.. It's just hard for me to wrap my 
head around this whole thing and l'm expected to act as if nothing happened. | can't, everything's too jarring.” 


| let out a deep breath. Jason had a point, he was thrown into this situation having no idea what the hell was 
going on and had to accept a completely new life in a few days. This wasn't fair to him. 


| took the guitar from him and put it aside. Then | took his healthy hand into mine and stood up, pulling him up 
with me. 


| could feel Jason's body getting tense, but he didn't resist, so | hooked my arms around his waist and pulled 


him a bit closer to me. 

"Look... I'm not gonna pretend like | know what you're going through right now. | don't. But | can clearly see that 
its hard for you and | want to help. If you don't want to stay here.. | can't stop you from leaving, but | just 
want you to know that this is your home and this is where you belong. You belong here with me. Just.. Don't 


leave..." 


My voice cracked during the last part. | probably sounded pathetic, but | didn't care. | felt Jason slightly 


relaxing in my arms and leaning into me. 
"Are things really that serious between us?" | let out a low chuckle. 
"Yeah.. Or at least as serious as you can get with two dorks living under the same roof.” 


Jason smiled too. It was so refreshing to see a completely relaxed and genuine smile on his face. | gently placed 


my hand on his jaw, silently praying that this wouldn't spook him away. 


"Please let me do this..." 


| leaned down and connected our lips. At first | was still for a few seconds, giving Jason a chance to pull away 


if he wanted to, but he didn't, so | started slowly kissing him. 


God, it felt amazing to feel his soft lips against mine again.. Suddenly | felt him placing his hands on my sides 
and carefully responding. 


That almost made me moan. | wanted to deepen the kiss so badly, but | knew that this was already pretty 
scary for him, so | just kept that slow and steady pace until we both eventually had to pull away to catch our 
breath. 

We just stood there holding each other. | smiled at Jason and he smiled back at me. 

"This feels right..." 

His voice was husky and | had to resist the temptation of immediately pulling him in for another kiss. 

"I know it does baby." | brushed my thumb over his cheek, barely touching the skin where it was bruised. "Can 
| take this as a sign that you're staying?" He quickly glanced to the side, almost as if considering it and then 
slowly nodded his head. 

"Yeah, | suppose... But.." A blush crept into his cheeks. | chuckled at how adorable he looked. 


"What is it?" 


"Well.. You showed me our bedroom, but... I'm not sure if I'm really comfortable with.. You know." | gently 


brushed a few strands of hair away from his face. 


"I know. l'm not gonna make you do anything that you're not comfortable with. If you don't feel like sleeping 
with me, I'll just sleep on the couch." Jason instantly started protesting. 


"Nol IF's your house and l'm the one who's making this whole thing into a problem, so you should take the bed” 
"Its our house. And you're hurt, you need to have a comfortable bed way more than | do." 

"James." 
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My tone was strict, but | smiled as | said it. Jason gave me an annoyed look, but smiled too. 

"Thank you.. For everything that you're doing. | know that this is not easy for you either, so.. Just thank you." 


| hugged him closer to me. 


"You don't have to thank me. | love you Jase...” 


Instead of answering he just rested his head on my shoulder. This wasn't much, but | finally felt like | was 
getting him back. One step at a time. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Please leave feedback if by some miracle you actually enjoy this thing. 


Letting Jason sleep in our bed while | slept on the couch was the right thing to do. It was obvious. My mind 
agreed with it. My heart agreed with it. My back? Not so much. It was killing me. 


During each night of staying on it | got less and less sleep. On night four of my own personal hell, at around 
3am, | realized that there's pretty much no chance that I'll fall asleep at all. 


The couch was way too short for me, so | had to lay on it with my legs curled up, it wasn't comfortable, so 
my back almost immediately started aching when | lied down on it and it was so narrow, that | couldn't even 


properly turn around without risking falling out. That thing just wasn't suitable for human beings. 


It was definitely on the list of reasons why | needed Jason to get his memory back as soon as possible. If he 
won't, one day he's going to wake up and find me dead on this fucking couch. Probably twisted in some horrible, 


uncomfortable position too. 


Obviously | didn't mention any of this to him, because that would only make him feel guiltier about not letting 
me sleep in our bed. He would insist to sleep on the couch again and | couldn't let that happen, because he 


really did need all the comfort and rest that he could get. 


As if the pain wasn't enough, | was thirsty as hell too. | knew that getting up and walking to the kitchen to get 
some water would destroy my last hope to fall asleep, but it's not like that hope was very big to begin with, 
so | did it. 


As | was walking past the stairs, | heard faint noises coming from the second floor. They made me stop in my 
tracks and | almost held my breath in an attempt to hear them better. There were no clear words or at least 


| couldn't make them out. 


| completely forgot my thirst and climbed upstairs. Sure enough, the noises were coming from the bedroom 
and as | was getting closer, they became clearer. | thought that | heard a quiet "No.." and that was enough for 


me to open the door and peek inside. 
Jason was thrashing around in the bed with his blanket half thrown off and his pillow on the floor. | came 
closer and saw that his entire body was covered by a thin sheet of sweat. He was asleep, but his eyebrows 


were furrowed and he was breathing heavily. A few quiet groans left his lips. 


| wasn't really sure what to do, but eventually | made up my mind, sat down on the edge of the bed and gently 


shook his shoulder. 
"Jase..." 


That didn't seem to have any effect. Jason turned his head to the side with a painful expression on his face. 
He let out another faint "No". | shook his shoulder again, this time harder. 


"Jason!" 

He suddenly jumped into a sitting position and inhaled a big gulp of air, almost like he was holding his breath 
this entire time even though he was practically hyperventilating. His eyes were wide and panicked. He was 
looking straight at me, but for a few seconds it almost seemed like he didn't realize who | was. 

Suddenly he threw his arms around me and squeezed them as hard as he could with one of them being broken 
while burying his face in my chest. | wanted to ask him what the hell scared him so much, but it was pretty 
obvious that | probably wouldn't get anything out of him at that moment, so | just wordlessly put my arms 


around him too and started rubbing his back in a soothing circular motion 


His entire body was shivering even though it wasn't cold at all. | could feel a small drop running down my chest 
and when | looked down, | saw that he was silently crying. | planted a soft kiss on the top of his head. 


"Shh, everything's alright. I'm here, you're safe." 


Jason loosened his arms a little bit. | could feel his hands shaking against my back, but he seemed a little 


calmer overall. 


"James... | think | remember the accident." | looked down and was met with a pair of tearful eyes looking up at 


me. 
"Did you dream about it?" 


"Yeah. Or at least | think so. It was way too vivid and detailed to be just a regular dream, it definitely felt 


more like a memory.’ 
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"Can you describe it to me?" 


We have been talking about the accident a lot after he came back home. | told him everything | knew about it 


and so did Kirk when he and Lars came to visit, but Jason couldn't remember a single thing. 
He closed his eyes and scrunched them up slightly. 


"I think so... It was snowing. | remember tons of snow falling from the sky. | was driving my car and talking to 


someone. It was Kirk, right?" 


"Yeah." 


"Well we were laughing about something. Suddenly there was some sort of sudden movement in front of me.. 
The car getting out of control?" | nodded my head. "I quickly turned the wheel, but my car slid down the road 
and there was a loud crash. Then there's a portion of time missing, | probably blacked out. When | opened my 
eyes again, the car was on its side. There was this intense pain going through my whole body.." As he said 
that, he mindlessly ran his fingers over a huge purple bruise on his ribcage. "My vision was blurry, but | saw 
a figure climbing out of the other car. | could feel blood running down my face from my forehead and suddenly 
| felt dizzy. My hands were covered in blood too. | tried to yell, but nothing came out. There was smoke coming 
out from under the hood of my car and | thought that it will blow up..l thought that | was going to die. |." 


Jason's voice turned frantic and | pulled him closer to me. 
"Its ok Jase, you don't have to tell me everything." 
He suddenly looked up at me. His cheeks were covered in tears at this point. 


‘| remember thinking about you." That surprised me, but just the fact that he remembered anything about me 
at all was positive. "I thought about how | never got a chance to say goodbye to you." 


Jason seemed as surprised by what he just said as | was. | didn't really know how to respond to that. What can 
you say when someone tells you that during what they thought to be their last moments of life, they were 
thinking about you? 


| gently wiped off Jason's cheeks, leaned in and brushed my lips against his. It was barely a touch, but | still 
felt him trying to follow me as | pulled away. 


| couldn't help, but smirk at that. A few days ago | couldn't even come close to kissing him. Jason noticed my 


smile and looked away sadly. 

"This doesn't really change much, more than a year is still missing from my memory." 

"But its something.” My voice was encouraging, but it didn't cheer Jason up. He let out a deep and shaky sigh. 
"| guess." 

There was a brief pause during which we both just enjoyed the warmth and comfort from each other. | 
noticed that he was no longer trembling in my arms. His breathing was somewhat steady and there were no 
more tears in his eyes. 


"Hey, you're feeling better?" 


"Yeah. Thank you... 


“Anytime baby. If you'll need anything just call me." 


| let go of him and stood up, mentally preparing myself to come back to that torture device that someone sold 
to me as a piece of furniture, but Jason suddenly grabbed my hand. 


"James, wait! | was thinking.. Maybe." It was dark, but | was pretty sure that he was blushing while looking for 
the right words. 


"Maybe what?" 


"Maybe you could stay here tonight?" | was secretly hoping that he would say that, but it still surprised me a 
little. 


"I thought that you said.." 
"I know, but.. That nightmare... Fuck, | sound like a child. But it kind of freaked me out. Please stay?" 


Without a word | walked to the other side of the bed and climbed in. Jason gave me a grateful smile and lied 


down next to me. 

| hesitantly wrapped my arms around him since | wasn't sure if he wanted physical contact or did he just want 
me to stay next to him, but | quickly relaxed when | felt him snuggling into me and lazily dropping his healthy 
arm over my side. 


Suddenly | heard Jason's sleepy voice. 


"You know, if the whole music thing doesn't work out, you could have quite a career as a personal heater." | 


laughed and heard Jason quietly chucking too. 


"Yeah, I'm kind of used to being your personal heater/pillow by now" He pulled away from me slightly and gave 


me an apologetic look. 
‘Oh... Sorry?" 


"No, it's fine, | don't mind it" As soon as | said it Jason came back to my embrace and | could almost swear 


that | felt a small kiss on my collarbone. That made me grin like an idiot. "Go to sleep, you need to rest." 
"Mhm, same goes to you. Goodnight... 


"Goodnight Jase." 


For the first time in a while | fell asleep completely happy and content while the source of that happiness was 


quietly snoring in my arms. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
I'm not even sure where this is going, | just hope that it's somewhat readable.. 


Next morning | woke up in absolute bliss. For one thing, my body didn't feel like it was broken into multiple 
pieces and then beaten with a sledgehammer. Call me a hopeless optimist, but | considered that to be a 
massive improvement. 

Another reason for that feeling was the person lying by my side with his arm wrapped around my torso. | 
could feel soft and slow breaths against my neck which indicated that Jason was still asleep. | didn't even want 
to move in fear of disturbing him and ruining the moment. 

It might be a bit pathetic, but it made me feel like everything was back to normal. This morning was eerily 
similar to countless mornings before the accident and it was amazing to slip back into that life, even for a 


little while. 


A quiet groan brought me back to reality. Jason shifted against my body and pulled a cover higher over both 


of us. 


| chuckled at that which made him let out another unsatisfied groan as he placed his palm over my chest in an 


attempt to stop it from moving. That made me laugh even more. 

‘I'm not doing such a good job at keeping you warm after all?" 

He gave up his efforts to make me stay still and just let out a deep sigh while lazily nuzzling into my neck. 
"No, you're perfect." 


That caught me off guard. | looked down at Jason and saw that his own mindless reply snapped him out of that 


drowsy state between sleep and being awake. 

| could feel his body getting tense. He opened his eyes and pulled away from me. 

"That's not what.. | mean, | was just trying to say that.. It kind of just came out. 

| shifted closer to him and silenced his attempts to explain himself with my lips. Jason hesitantly responded and 


| instantly deepened the kiss, tangling my hand in his hair and pulling him closer to me. What can | say, sun is 
not the only thing that rises every morning.. 


My tongue in his mouth was probably a bit too much and Jason gently pushed me away. He gave me an 
apologetic look, but | just stroked his cheek and lied back down. 


"You know, it's normal to say things like that in a relationship, you don't have to explain yourself." 


Jason sat up and crossed his legs next to me. The blanket slipped off from his shoulders and it took all my 
willpower not to stare at all the naked skin that was exposed. 


"Yeah, | know.." His face lightened up suddenly. "It did feel normal. | didn't even need to think about it, the words 


just automatically came out of my mouth, like I've said it a million times." 


"Well | wouldn't go as far as to say that you called me perfect a million times." Jason laughed and looked down 


shyly. 
‘Oh, | certainly did back when | had a crush on you." | smiled at the fact that he was blushing. 


"| wouldn't say that our relationship started with a crush from your side, you were kind of hesitant at first." 


"No, | mean the crush that | had on you when | first joined the band" That caught my attention This was 


something new. 
"Wait... What?" Jason glanced up at me and gave me a confused look. 
| mean.. l'm sure that | told you about it?" | pushed myself up and leaned against the headboard. 


"No." A small smirk suddenly appeared on my lips. "You had a crush on me when you joined the band?" It was 
probably a bit childish to feel so gleeful over it, but that didn't stop me from doing it. Jason lowered his gaze 


again, obviously embarrassed. 


"Uh, yeah.. You were really confident and your energy on stage was impressive. And | thought that you were... 
Well.. Attractive." | chuckled and Jason's cheeks turned even redder, but he smiled nevertheless. "I guess | was 


kind of star-struck." 
"So you had a crush on me that entire time? How the hell did | not notice..." 


"Not exactly." The smile faded away from his lips. "Shit, | think that | know why | never told you about it" He 
refused to meet my eyes and instead looked at his lap. "You guys started pulling all sorts of pranks on me 
when | joined, excluded me out of all the band meetings and stuff like that. You were usually the one who 
initiated all of it, so | realized that my feelings for you were pointless pretty quickly. After that one time when 
you got drunk and hit me for no reason.. Or.. Multiple times, | guess... | promised to myself that I'll get you out 
of my head and | kinda did" Uncomfortable silence settled in the room. | reached out and took Jason's hand. 


"Fuck... Jase, I'm so sorry. You have no idea how much | regret doing all that shit to you. | was an idiot. | mean, 


| still kind of am.." That brought a small smirk to his face. "But | would never hurt you like that anymore." He 
finally looked up at me. 


"I know. It's pretty obvious that a lot of things have changed. You changed. I'll just have to get used to it" 


| squeezed Jason's hand and gave him a smile that he carefully returned. Then | leaned forward and ran my 


hand over his jaw. 

"Can | kiss you?" 

He nodded and | slowly closed the distance between us. The kiss was slow and sweet, | didn't want to scare him 
away like | did before. Jason's hand gently cupped my cheek and | smiled into his lips. He suddenly pulled away. 


There was an excited look on his face. 


"Didn't Lars mention something about meeting up at the studio today?" | carelessly ran my hand through his 


hair. 


"| don't know, maybe. He's constantly blabbering something about work, we don't have to go." | was starting to 
lean into another kiss, but Jason stopped me by placing a hand on my shoulder. 


"Yeah, but he said something about re-listening to what we've already recorded for the new album, it's kind of 
important. And | haven't been at the studio in ages." 


| understood where he was heading with this and groaned as | plopped down on the bed. 

"Give me another hour...” 

Jason smirked, got out of bed and headed to the bathroom. 

"l'Il take a shower and make us some breakfast. Be ready in 30 minutes." 

| heard faint laughter coming from behind closed doors as another frustrated groan left my lips. 


Even though it was kind of hard to abandon the warm and comfy bed after days of sleeping on a medieval 


torture device, | eventually did manage to get up and make my way downstairs. 


Jason had made me some fried eggs and bacon. My stomach greatly appreciated his return home, because | 
barely ate any real food at all while he was at the hospital, no matter how much I'd like to think that hot 


pockets are real food. 


Interestingly enough, he had no problem navigating around the kitchen while cooking. | asked him how he did it 
and he explained that he just instinctively knew where to look for certain things. 


When we left the house he also just knew where we kept the spare key. These little flashes of memory were 
exactly what the doctor talked about. His brain just randomly remembered everyday things that he used to 


repeat over and over again. 


It was the same at the studio. After Jason was finished freaking out about all the "new" basses that he found 
there, Lars played him some basslines that he had recorded before the accident and he was able to repeat 
every single one of them perfectly after only one listen. He played them much slower because of his broken 


arm, but the notes were all correct. 


The other guys were shocked, but | kind of expected it to happen. His brain lost a lot of memories, but his 
body remembered everything just fine and playing guitar is all about muscle memory. Whenever he stopped 


concentrating and just allowed his body to work on autopilot, things immediately came back to him. 


For the rest of the day we tried to come up with new ideas. Having someone with a completely fresh mind 
honestly helped a lot. Jason quickly caught on with what kind of sound we were going for in this album and 
gave quite a few suggestions. After the initial shock that we were actually listening to what he had to say, of 


course. 


It was already pretty late and | was sitting in the studio alone with a guitar in my hands, trying to come up 
with some last minute riffs. Jason was off to get himself some coffee while Lars and Kirk went for a "walk" to 


"clear their minds". And | thought that my excuses for sneaking off with Jason were stupid.. 


Suddenly the studio door flew open, Jason practically ran in and quickly closed it behind himself. The coffee cup 
in his hand was halfway full. He either drank it while running or spilled half of it on his way to the studio. | was 
leaning more towards the second option His facial expression kind of reminded me of a kid who just found out a 


secret and was about to spill it to everyone. 

"Holy shit.. You won't believe what | just saw!" | put down my guitar and turned to look at him. 

"What?" 

"| walked into the break room to get myself some coffee and found Lars and Kirk there making out!" He paused 
expecting some sort of a reaction from me. "Kirk was sitting on Lars' lap and everything!" There was another 


small pause and | burst out laughing. Jason gave me a confused look. 


"Fuck.. Now that | think about it we didn't really explicitly tell you.. But come on dude, it's so obvious!" Jason 


raised his eyebrows. 
"What's obvious?" | shook my head in disbelief. 


"Really?" He honestly looked like he had no idea what | was talking about and | rolled my eyes. "Lars and Kirk 


are together. In other news- water is wet and grass is green" Jason's eyes widened. 


"No way! How did it happen?" 

"lm not sure how it happened. I've heard stories about them fucking around ever since the Ride The Lightning 
tour, but | don't know exactly when they became a couple. When we told them about our relationship, they 
took it as a chance to tell us about theirs too. A better question is how the hell you didn't notice?" Jason 
shrugged. 

"| don't know. | saw them holding hands a few times, but | didn't pay much attention to it since they always did 
that kind of shit just to fuck with people. You know, the whole thing with sticking out their tongues, grabbing 
each other's crotch and stuff like that." 


| guess you have a point.. The fact that they managed to pull it off without people suspecting that they're 
legitimately a couple is honestly kind of impressive." Jason chuckled. 


"Yeah... You know, | freaked out when | saw them doing it. They didn't even pay attention or notice that | walked 
in, so | just quickly poured myself some coffee and got the fuck out of there." 


"You didn't even fill the cup." Jason looked down at his coffee and frowned. 
"Shit, you're right." | laughed and he smiled back at me. 
During the moment of silence a question popped into my head that | wanted to ask him for quite a while. 


"Hey... Do you find two guys kissing gross? Just answer me honestly, | get that your opinion about it might've 
been different before you actually started dating a guy yourself" He gave me a confused look. 


"No, not at all, why would you think that?" He tried to answer casually, but it all came out a bit too quickly. 


"You never really seem fully comfortable when | kiss you and you said that seeing those two kissing freaked 


you out." 

‘Oh. Well.. It's still kind of weird for me to kiss you, but | do enjoy it" | couldn't contain a smirk as he said it 
and Jason gave me a nervous smile too. "And as for Kirk and Lars, | just didn't expect to see them... Like that. 
I've got no problem with what they were doing" His look suddenly turned sad. 


"Jase, what's wrong?" 


He just shook his head and took a sip of his coffee that was probably cold at this point. | stood up and walked 
up to him. Then | took the coffee cup from his hand, set it aside and placed my hands on his shoulders. 


"Please talk to me.. What's the matter?" He was persistently looking at anything in the room except for my 


eyes. 


"I can only imagine how much it sucks for you to see Lars and Kirk being happy together while you have to 


deal with my bullshit." | quickly cupped his cheek and made him look at me. 

"Jase, don't say that! This situation is not your fault, don't blame yourself for it. And | don't care about any 
other couple around us, you're the only one who matters to me. Right now my only concern is to help you get 
your memory back, everyone else can fuck off" Jason gave me a sad smile. 

‘I'd like to remember.. Not only for myself, but for you as well. You show me so much love and care and | 
want to love you as much as you love me. | don't want to keep hurting you. You don't deserve it." | gently ran 
my thumb over his cheek and gave him my brightest smile. 


"Do | look hurt?" Jason chuckled. 


"Not now. But there's that look in your eyes when | push you away.. It makes me feel like an asshole for 
rejecting you. Its not that | don't want you to kiss or touch me, it's just that it all gets a bit overwhelming 
sometimes. Maybe if I." 


His voice trailed off and he glanced at my lips. Then he looked back at my eyes and there was a nervous look 


on his face as he slowly started leaning into me. 


| realized what he was trying to do and completely froze in place. | couldn't let some careless movement ruin 


this. 


Jason gently touched my lips with his and his eyes fluttered shut. He started kissing me with a bit more 


confidence and wrapped his arms around my waist. 


Suddenly | felt his tongue hesitantly running over my lower lip and immediately granted him access to my 
mouth. This was too good to be true, the feeling of him leading the kiss was heavenly. 


What made it feel even better, was the fact that this was the first time since the accident that he kissed me 


and not the other way around. | finally didn't have to ask for a permission to kiss my own boyfriend. 
Jason eventually pulled away and smiled at me. | leaned down and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. 
"Thank you for this..." 


"You know, it's normal to do things like this in a relationship, you don't have to thank me." | laughed as he 
repeated my own words from before. 


"Very funny.. How about we go home and leave this place for those two to have fun?" 


"Sounds like a plan" 


We got ready to leave and made our way back home. After eating dinner and watching a movie we decided to 
go to sleep. Jason made his way upstairs for a shower and | took out my blanket and pillow in the living room. 
He specifically said "stay here tonight" when he asked me to sleep with him after that nightmare, so | wasn't 
going to push my luck and just assume that he wanted to spend every night with me from now on. 

At least the inevitable lack of sleep gave me plenty of time to think about what happened during the day. All 

those things that Jason said about wanting to remember and wanting to love me like he used to gave me so 

much hope. Things were finally going good. 

Just as | lied down, | heard Jason's voice coming from the doorway. 


"What are you doing?" 


| sat up, so | could see him. He was standing there in nothing but his boxers and a baggy Motörhead t-shirt 
that he clearly didn't realize was not his. 


"Going to sleep." 
"l see that, but." He shifted uncomfortably. "Wouldn't you like to sleep upstairs?" 
"| would, but you only asked me to stay there for one night." 


"Oh. | guess | did.. Well it felt really nice to have you by my side, so... I'm asking you to sleep with me upstairs 


permanently." | chuckled at his embarrassed tone. 

"You just liked the additional warmth and having someone to snuggle with, didn't you? You'd replace me with an 
electric blanket and a teddy bear in a heartbeat if given the chancel" Jason rolled his eyes while clearly trying 
to contain a smile, turned around and walked out of the living room. 


"Fine, sleep on the couch." 


Its a bit embarrassing how effectively that shut me up. | quickly grabbed my pillow and followed him to our 
bedroom. Things just went from good to great. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
Leave feedback if you enjoy this monstrosity of a story! 


There were good news and bad news. Good news were that with each passing day Jason kept remembering new 


things and felt more and more comfortable with his new life here with me. 


Just the other day he rushed into the room and threw his arms around me, because apparently he had 
remembered something about us together. It was really nothing groundbreaking, just a foggy memory of us 
jamming at home. We did it all the time, but it was still great to see how excited he was about it. 


The bad news was that | got a cold. | wasn't really fond of wearing hats, big scarves and gloves, so this was 
inevitable, | got sick all the time during winter. Jason always used to act like | was dying if | as much as 


coughed around him and some of that was definitely still there, even with his memory loss. 


One second | silently sneezed and the next | was lying in bed, covered with three blankets and holding a gigantic 
cup of hot tea with honey and lemon in my hands. Honestly, all that attention from Jason was sweet and it was 
all probably great for my vocal chords, but after about three days of lying in bed | got sick of it. The 

complete lack of doing anything just killed me and Jason didn't stay with me, because he insisted that | need as 


much sleep as possible. 

Well that wasn't happening, because sleeping with your nose clogged is fucking impossible. 

Eventually | gave up, wrapped a blanket around myself, took my tea and made my way downstairs. Without 
those things Jason would probably shoo me right back to bed. | found him sitting on the living room floor with 
the photo album in front of him and a bunch of photos sprawled on the carpet around him. 

"You've looked through them about a million times already." 


My voice startled him and he jumped slightly. There was concern in his eyes as he turned to look at me. 


"Why are you up? You're still sick" | sat down on the floor next to him and wrapped the blanket tighter around 
myself. 


"I'm not that sick, by now it's just an occasional cough and a runny nose. Plus, | can't exactly sleep 24/1. | get 
bored and would rather be with you." Jason gave me an annoyed look, but it quickly softened and he glanced 


back at the pictures in front of him. 


"lm looking through them again, because each time | do, | notice something familiar that | haven't noticed 


before. Like this for an example.." He quickly looked around himself, picked up a picture from the floor and 
handed it to me. It was a shot of us with some random guy. Judging by his shirt, he was a fan. Me and Jason 
were making funny faces while the guy just genuinely smiled at the camera. "| remember this guy. His name is 


Luke. He handed me a cassette of his band and asked me to listen to it. | don't remember if | did, now that | 
think about it, but as soon as | saw the picture, his name and that cassette just popped into my head." 


It was a bit embarrassing that someone with amnesia remembered things better than | did, because | couldn't 
have told you the guy's name if my life depended on it even though I'm sure that he introduced himself to 
both of us. 

| also felt a small pang of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. How come he remembered some random dude 
named Luke so clearly, but not me.. The dissatisfaction was probably pretty obvious on my face, because 
Jason chuckled, took the picture from my hand and carelessly tossed it on the ground. 


"Don't you get all jealous, you know that my memory comes back completely randomly." 


"Yeah | know.." | took a small sip of my tea. "So do you remember anything else about Luke?" Jason looked at 


me in disbelief. 

"Really James?" | brought the cup down from my lips and smiled. 

"Just kidding." Jason rolled his eyes and went back to rummaging through a mountain of photos. Lars had a real 
problem with hoarding stuff and pictures were no exception. | glanced at the picture that he showed to me on 


the floor. "I bet that his cassette wasn't good, you never mentioned it to me..” 


"James!" | started laughing which quickly turned into a fit of coughing. The concern came back to Jason's eyes. 


"Drink your tea" 

"Ok mom." He smirked at that. My voice came out really gravely and | did as Jason told me. 

For a while we just sat there in comfortable silence. Jason showed me a few more pictures that apparently 
sparked some memories. He mostly recognized people and had a fair idea of when and where a few pictures 


were taken. It wasn't much, but it was something. 


Suddenly he opened one particular page that made me concentrate on his face, desperately searching for an 
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signs of recognition. | was begging him to remember in my head, but he was already flipping to the next page. 
"Hey, wait." Jason stopped his hand mid-air and looked over at me. "Do none of these look familiar?" 


He looked down and carefully examined a collection of photos with us sitting at the studio, looking dead tired 
while Kirk was laughing about something on the side. 


Jason eventually looked back at me with sad eyes. 


‘Sorry, no." Upon seeing my disappointed face he placed a hand on my shoulder. "Are they important?" 
"Well.. Yeah. This was the morning after | asked you to be my boyfriend" Jason's eyes widened. 
‘Oh shit.. m so sorry." | just smiled and put my hand over his, squeezing it slightly. 


"Don't worry about it. H's stupid to expect you to remember this one particular night. As you said, your 


memory comes back randomly, so what are the odds..." 
Jason suddenly shoved all the pictures aside and turned to face me completely. 


"Describe it to me. If | can't remember it, | want to know how it happened." | smiled at how determined he 


looked. 


"Well, at that point we were what most people would call a couple. We didn't call it that of course, but we 
basically spent every night at each other's houses, went on dates and made out whenever we had a chance, so 
yeah, we were a couple. | was kind of getting a bit uncomfortable with that whole situation, because | didn't 
want you to feel like you're nothing more than any other groupie to me. You were more than that, so | decided 


to do something about it. | invited you to see Ozzy with me." 

"Classy." | chuckled. 

"Yeah, as classy as pushing around in a crowd of people drunk enough to understand what the hell he's saying 
can get.. We met him before the show by the way. You were super excited, because it was your first time 
meeting him." Jason's eyes widened. 

"No fucking way! | met Ozzy Osbourne and | can't remember it." 

"Yeah, forget all the boring date stuff." He gave me a sheepish look and | smirked at him. "He liked you. He was 
so high that | don't know if he fully realized who you are, but he liked you." That brought a smile to Jason's 
face. "So anyway, we saw the show, it was obviously awesome. After that we went to get ourselves a few 
beers. That's when | asked you if you want our relationship to be something more than just occasional fucking 
and you said yes. Then | asked you to be my boyfriend and you agreed." 

Jason picked up the photo album and looked at the photos again. 

"Why do we look so shitty though?" 

"Hey, speak for yourself!" He chuckled. 


"Come on, you basically have ‘sleep deprivation’ written on your forehead" 


"Maybe | would've looked better if someone hadn't kept me awake and busy that entire night.” 


| smirked as Jason's mouth snapped shut and he quickly averted his eyes back to the photo album. He 


wordlessly looked at the pictures for a while and the smirk vanished from my face. 
"Jase? I'm sorry. If mentioning sex makes you so uncomfortable, | won't do it again." 
He glanced at me and then back to the album. 


"No, it's ok.. | was just trying to remember anything from what you told me. Sometimes hearing stories about 


certain events helps me to recall them, but this time I've got nothing." 
| reached out my hand from under the blanket, took the album from him and closed it. 


Its fine if you don't remember something. It'll eventually come back to you, don't push your mind too much.” 


He looked down at the floor. 


"And what if it won't? What if these small, blurry fractions of memories will be everything I'll remember for 


the rest of my life?" 

Hl still love you." 

My answer came out instantly, | didn't have to think about it. It was true, even if Jason's memory wouldn't 
come back, I'd still love him. He was still the same person | fell for, just with a few memories missing. Big 


fucking deal. 


Jason stared at me for a while, then pushed himself closer to me and softly pressed his lips to mine. | quickly 
returned the kiss and pulled away. 


"Don't kiss me baby, you'll get sick." Jason quietly chuckled. 


| don't know what the hell did | do to you during that year, but you're too good to be true." | reached out and 
gently tucked a curly strand of hair behind his ear. 


"A little bit of electrocution and hypnosis does wonders.." A frightened look quickly passed Jason's eyes before 
he burst out laughing. | chuckled too. 


"You know." His face got a bit more serious again. "Even if | won't remember, | still want to make this work. 


Being with you feels good." 


Instead of answering | just pulled him into my arms and wrapped the blanket around both of us. Jason let out a 
relaxed sigh and snuggled into the crook of my neck. 


We stayed like that enveloped in warmth and comfort for a while. Suddenly | turned my head away from Jason 
and let out a violent cough. 


He pushed himself away from me and gave me a stern look 

"You need to go back to bed. I'll make you some more tea" | threw my head back and let out a groan, 
"One more cup of tea and I'll throw up." 

"Is good for you." | looked back at Jason and gave him my best innocent look. 


"You know, it would probably go down better if you stayed there with me." He rolled his eyes and lifted himself 
up from the floor. 


"Fine... But I'll need to put all the pictures back into the album first. You know how pissy Lars gets if 
something's not in the right order." 


With that he went to the kitchen and | made my way upstairs. | was in a much better mood than | was before. 


Knowing that Jason won't leave me even without his memory somehow got rid of a fear that | didn't even 
know | had or at least didn't want to acknowledge. Somewhere deep down inside | was afraid that he could just 
give up on this whole thing and move on with his life without me. Hearing his reassurance that this won't 


happen made me feel better than all the fucking tea in the world ever could. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry that it took me so long to update, | was working on this other story and got a bit stuck with this one. 


Please enjoy! 


Next morning | was woken up by the god-awful sound of a phone ringing. | let out a quiet groan, took a deep 
breath and was pleasingly surprised that my nose wasn't stuffed anymore. 


The phone kept ringing and | looked at the clock on the bedside table. It was Ibam. There was no way in hell 
that | would pick that up. The person who was calling either didn't know me at all or it was Lars who just didn't 
give a shit and would continue to call until | answered. 

Either way, | decided to ignore it and it soon stopped. | turned on my side and hugged Jason's body closer to 
mine. He was lying on my left arm and it was completely numb at this point, but | just couldn't bring myself to 


move it. That would wake him up and he looked so sweet and relaxed while asleep... 


Just as | was starting to drift off too, the phone started ringing again. This time it awoke Jason as well. He 
lazily cracked his eyes open and yawned. 


"What time is it?" 
"Way too fucking early." A raspy chuckle left his lips. 


"One of us should probably answer it.." He clearly showed that that's not what he's going to do by snuggling 


into me even more. 
"IF it's that important they'll call again later..." 


"And people wonder why it's Lars who takes care of all the business stuff in Metallica" | looked down at Jason 
and saw the he was lying there with a self-satisfied grin on his face. 


"You think that's funny?" His grin got even wider. 
"Yeah." | leaned down and left a soft kiss on the top of his head. 
"Well.. You're not wrong, you're just an asshole." 


"| can live with that." 


We both laughed and then silence settled in the room. The ringing became even clearer and more annoying. 
"Is probably something important... 


With that Jason slowly pulled away from me and got out of the bed. | frowned at the lack of warmth around 


me. 

| couldn't help but look over his body as he walked through the room in nothing but his underwear. It was 
already hard to live in abstinence, sights like these certainly didn't help. Jason still had some clearly visible 
bruises on his legs and torso, but they were gradually fading away and definitely did nothing to make him less 


attractive. 


It was frustrating as hell to hold him so close to me every night, but not be able to go further than that... | 
was willing to wait for him to be ready, but that didn't mean that it was easy. 


| could hear him picking up the phone and talking for a few minutes in the next room. Then he came back to 


the bedroom and started putting his clothes on. 
It was Lars, we have to go to the studio." 
"You're kidding, right? It's practicality still night-time." Jason laughed and tossed a t-shirt my way. 


"Normal people call it ‘morning’. And it was actually important. He said that we need to talk about a music 


festival that'll be happening this weekend" | furrowed my eyebrows. 


"What's there to talk about? We can't play in it, end of story. You can come back to bed." Jason just looked at 


me for a second, then lowered his head and proceeded to dress himself. 
"| can't play in it, you guys can.." | turned to look at him, but he avoided my gaze. 


"Whatever you're thinking right now, throw that shit out of your head. We're not playing without you." A small 


smirk appeared on Jason's lips. 


"Well thats what the meeting's going to be about, right?" | let out a sigh, threw my legs over the edge of the 
bed and sat up. 


"Fine, we can go there and discuss it, but its pointless." 
| quickly put on some clothes, went to the kitchen to grab myself a quick snack and we left to the studio. 
We walked in and saw Lars, Kirk, Bob and some other guy | didn't recognize sitting there. | just assumed that 


he was a sound engineer or something like that. All of them seemed really uncomfortable for some reason, like 
something bad has happened, except for Bob who instantly stood up and shook Jason's hand with a warm smile. 


"Good to see you back man! | wanted to visit you at the hospital, but you know how tight my schedule is." 
Jason just smiled back at him. 


"Don't worry, it's ok. lm glad to be back myself.” 


"Good. And how about your." His voice trailed off and he made a few vague hand gestures that were somehow 


supposed to mean ‘memory’. Jason just chuckled at that. 


"I still can't remember most of the past year, but l'm getting better. James is taking good care of me." Jason 


gave me a grateful smile and | smiled back at him. 


‘I'd imagine, the guy was a sobbing mess after the accident from what I've heard" My only response to that 


was a middle finger. 

Me and Jason sat down on the couch at the back of the studio and waited for the inevitable conversation to 
begin | glanced at the guy standing in the corner who still hadn't said a single word. He had long black hair, 
wore a band t-shirt and was flipping a pick between his fingers. All symptoms of being a musician 

"Who's that?" Lars flinched like he was dreading this question, turned to look at me and cleared his throat. 
"Um... That's Todd. He's a bass player and he could.” 

"No" Lars rolled his eyes. 

"James, you didn't even let me finish." 

"There's nothing to finish, we're not playing without Jase. Certainly not with some random motherfucker you 
found god knows where." From the corner of my eye | could see Todd uncomfortably shifting in the corner, 


but | didn't particularly care. 


"| didn't fucking find him, the record label did. We have to play in that festival, they already announced us as 


the headliners, we can't back down now!" 

"Yes, we fucking can and we willl" Lars threw his hands up in frustration. 

"You're not listening! It's in our contract, the label has a right to tell us where to perform!" 

"| don't care!" 

Lars just stared at me. That's what our arguments always ended with- yelling. Kirk and Bob usually didn't 


interfere and just waited for the storm to pass. So did Jason until we got together. Ever since then, he was 


the one who calmed me down and just generally made things easier. 


He didn't remember that now and was quietly sitting by my side, trying not to attract any attention. That's 
exactly what | didn't want. | didn't want him to feel like things were back to the way they used to be. | couldn't 


let him feel unimportant and replaceable again. Lars turned to look at Jason too. 


"Dude, you must understand.. If it was up to me, you'd get all the time in the world to recover and come back 


to play with us, but the label isn't really giving us a choice." 


"I get that." Jason turned to me and gently took my hand into his. "James, it's alright. Really. | won't be able to 
properly play for at least two more months because of my arm, are you planning to just stop all work during 


that time?" He had a point, but | wasn't about to admit it. 
"Why not?" 


"Because that would be stupid. l'm not that important, if Metallica absolutely has to perform there, Todd could 
fill my place just fine." Before | had a chance to protest he got up, walked up to Todd and shook his hand. "Nice 
to meet you man. If you'll have any questions about how to play some songs, feel free to ask me." A hesitant 


smile appeared on the guy's face. 


"Thanks... It's good to see you healthy. All the fans kind of freaked out when we heard the news about what 
happened, it reminded us of.." He quickly glanced around the room and stopped himself from what he was 
obviously going to say. "Nevermind. | don't want to replace you in the band or anything like that, | just got 
offered this gig and | couldn't really say no, it's the chance of a lifetime to get noticed" 


"Thanks. And yeah, | know what you mean. Don't worry about it" 

Jason gave him a friendly smile while | just watched the entire exchange with an annoyed look on my face. | 
still didn't like the fact that we were forced into this situation | also didn't like the way he looked at Jason 
That look of awe and adoration was all too familiar to me, | saw it countless times in the eyes of chicks and 
occasional guys that made their way backstage to meet us or approached us on the streets. 

‘Its only one show, don't get your hopes up for anything else. And you're not hearing any of the new stuff” 
Todd seemed surprised by the fact that | was even speaking to him. He took a barely noticeable step away 
from Jason and | smirked inwardly. My suspicions about him were right, but he obviously knew who not to 


mess with. 


"Yeah, absolutely! | wasn't even expecting that" A bright smile suddenly appeared on his face. "It's gonna be an 
honour to play with you guys.” 


Kirk finally moved away from the wall that he was leaning on and patted Todd on the back. 


"We'll be glad to play with you too." He then turned to look at the rest of us. "Maybe we should go to the 


rehearsal room and try playing a few songs together?" Lars also rose from his chair. 
"Yeah, that's a good idea" Bob instantly started putting on his jacket. 


If you're not planning to record anything today, I'll get going. There's some other business with..." Lars waved 
his hand dismissively. 


"Yeah, yeah, we know. Just go." Bob chuckled. 

"See you later guys." 

His answer was a bunch of murmurs of ‘Bye’ and ‘See you' around the room. Lars volunteered to show Todd 
where our rehearsal room is and left with him, quickly followed by Kirk who picked up his guitar first. Jason 


was heading through the door too, but | quickly grabbed him by the hand and pulled him into my embrace. 


He gave me a confused look, but | just kissed his forehead, right next to the almost healed wound that would 
probably leave a faint scar behind. It didn’t matter, he was still perfect. 


"You're just as important as any of us in this band" Jason let out a small sigh. 


"Maybe, but in the worst case scenario my job can be done by someone else. Someone like Todd. I'm sure that 
he's gonna do his best, the guy is clearly thrilled to even be here. You shouldn't be so mean to him." 


‘lm not being ‘mear’.." Jason raised his eyebrows. 
"No, you're not. You're straight up being a jerk. He hasn't even done anything wrong yet." 


"He intruded into my family, that's enough for me” Jason gave me a sympathetic smile and lazily hooked his 


arms around my waist. 

"Don't you think that you're overreacting a bit? He will play one show with you guys, that's it" 

"That's one show more than I'd like him to play." Jason leaned in and left a soft kiss on my lips. 

"Give him a chance." | chuckled and tucked a strand of hair behind his ear. 

"Are you trying to bribe me, Newsted?" A smirk spread across his face. 

"Is it working?" 

| answered him with another kiss. Jason let out a gentle moan and parted his lips slightly. | was more than glad 


to accept the invitation and deepened the kiss. He raised his healthy hand and tangled it in my hair, pulling me 


closer to him. 


Just as things started to get interesting, Kirk's head popped in through the door. 
"Hey, lovebirds, we're waiting for youl” 


Jason practically jumped away from me and did his best to look casual with his cheeks all flushed. His 
embarrassment was kind of adorable. Kirk gave us both a knowing look, but | just flipped him off, took Jason's 
hand and went to the rehearsal room. 


To be honest, that Todd guy wasn't half bad. He knew all the songs on our set list and had a pretty good 
playing technique, but | kept my mouth shut about it. Despite Jason's encouragement to do this, it was still 
pretty obvious that seeing the other bass player performing with us made him upset. 


He gave Todd a few tips and tried to look enthusiastic about this whole thing, but | knew him better than that. 
In his mind, he just went on his first real tour with us a few weeks ago and now some other dude was taking 


his place. | asked him to sing a few songs and that seemed to cheer him up a bit, so at least there was that. 


After doing about fifteen songs my voice started getting a bit hoarse again, so we decided to call it a day. | 
held intense eye contact with Todd as he shook Jason's hand goodbye and could barely contain my laughter 


when | saw his terrified expression. Ok, maybe Jason had a point, | was a bit mean to him.. 


We made our way home and basically did nothing besides cuddling on the couch while watching movies, eating 


junk food and drinking beer for the rest of the day. True rock star lifestyle. 


| kept whispering all sorts of sweet nonsense into Jason's ear. He would roll his eyes at it, but still rewarded 
each lame attempt at a pick up line with a kiss or at least a smile. | really wanted him to realize that no one 


could replace him by my side. 


Chapter 8 


Author's Notes: 
| rewrote this chapter like three times and I'm still not happy with it, but here it is.. At least | have the rest 


of this story planned out now, so that's something. Please enjoy (if you can)! 


Things went as planned and when weekend came along, we were backstage, rehearsing for our performance 
that was going to start in a few hours. For the most part Jason just sat in the corner of the rehearsal room, 


trying to keep an encouraging smile on his face. 


We went through this matter a few times at home and | did my best to convince him that he could say no to 
this whole thing if he wasn't comfortable with seeing another bass player in his place, but he assured me that 
everything was fine. 


Everything was not fine and | could see it, but Jason was way too stubborn and not nearly confident enough to 


admit it. | decided to stop terrorising him and just get this whole thing over with, so we could move on. 


During the entire rehearsal | persistently kept my eyes on him and barely looked at Todd at all. It was kind of 
my way of showing who's the one that matters. A few times | changed some lyrics of our songs into random 
bullshit just to cheer him up. It did make him laugh, but it also earned me a drumstick to the head that | 
barely dodged. 


"Focus Hetfield, or | swear to god!" How could such a tiny body hold so much evil? 
"If | threw picks at you every time you missed a beat, you'd be drowning in them by now.." Everyone in the 
room laughed except for Lars who was already aiming another drumstick my way. Kirk quickly walked up to 


him and grabbed him by the wrist. 


"Come on guys, we need to rehears, it's been a while since our last live performance." Lars' eyes instantly 


softened as he turned to look at Kirk. 

"Yeah, exactly! And he keeps screwing up." Kirk rolled his eyes and pressed Lars's hand to his lips. 

"He's just messing around and you're overreacting. Come on we need to play" 

Before Lars could start arguing Kirk handed him another pair of drumsticks that he reluctantly took and went 
back to the spot where he stood before. He was probably the only person who could tell Lars what to do and 


get away with it. | turned to look at Jason and saw that he was genuinely smiling now which made me feel 


more at ease. 


"Jase, you're singing Whiplash." He turned to look at me surprised. 

"Why? You should sing it, you need to prepare your voice for the show." 

"My voice is fine. And you need to prepare your voice too. | was thinking that people will want to see you and 
since you can't play bass, you could at least sing." Jason quickly glanced at Lars and Kirk, almost as if to check 
if | was not messing with him. 

"Like... On stage?" | chuckled at how lost he sounded. 

"Yeah. Why are you so surprised?" 

"Because you never allowed me to sing full songs on stage before?" 

| knew that by ‘you' he didn't mean the entire band, he meant me specifically and that left an uneasy feeling in 
my chest. | was indeed that asshole who said something along the lines of ‘You have a nice voice Newkid, it's 


too bad that you'll never get to use it when he first joined the band. 


| allowed him to sing in rehearsals whenever | wanted to drink a beer or some stupid shit like that, but that 


was about it. And it was always followed by an insult. 


Jason took all the other hazing pretty easily, but this specific thing really struck a chord with him. It's almost 


like | was determined to completely destroy him as a musician.. 


When things changed between us, | apologised for it and asked him to sing at least one song every show during 


the second half of the Justice tour. 


The look on his face right now brought back all of that guilt from the past. | walked up to him, took his hand 
and pulled him up into a kiss. 


"my 


"Yeah, | know, you're sorry. It's ok" He planted another small kiss on my lips and smirked. "What do | usually 
sing?" | chuckled at how excited he looked all of a sudden and led him to the microphone. 


‘Mostly Kill Em’ All stuff, but you can pick whatever you want." 
"Whiplash actually sounds good, let's do it.” 


Lars and Kirk watched the entire exchange with an amused look on their faces while Todd just looked away 


uncomfortably. As mean as it sounds, that made me somewhat happy. 


| felt a weird possessiveness over Jason whenever Todd was around. His looks and smiles annoyed the shit out 


of me and the fact that Jason, being the kind and friendly person that he is, returned every single one of 
them didn't help either. 


We started playing and Todd kept his eyes locked on Jason the entire time. By the end of the song | felt like 
punching him, just so he would quit staring with that adoring look on his face. 


Kirk finished playing the last notes and that annoying piece of shit was instantly by Jason's side. 
"Holy shit dude, you're really amazing!" Jason smiled shyly. 

"Thanks, | wouldn't really call it amazing, but.." 

"No, seriously! Why don't you sing more?" 

"Well.. Because James is the vocalist, | just do what I'm best at" 


"I think you could totally be the second vocalist. Just saying." Todd turned to look at the rest of us, almost as 


if searching for approval, but turned away as he met my cold eyes. 


Its not that | didn't agree with what he was saying, | was just annoyed by the fact that he of all people was 
saying it. 


Kirk ended the awkward silence that settled in the room by clearing his throat. 

"Uh... How about we do a few more songs? The supporting band is on stage right now, we still have some time.” 
| glared at Todd one last time and then turned back to Jason 

"Pick a song" He suddenly stepped away from the microphone. 


| have a bit of a headache, how about you guys finish this by yourself? One song will be more than enough 


for me." 


Concern crept into my chest. A headache could have something to do with his head trauma.. Or it could be 
just a simple headache, but that didn't stop me from worrying. 


"You're ok?" Jason grinned at me. 
"Yeah, I'm fine. That's just what listening to you guys play does to people." 


Lars and Kirk immediately started protesting while Todd let out the fakest laugh I've ever heard. | walked up to 
Jason and kissed his temple, making him close his eyes for a second. 


"Getting too old to rock, huh?" He laughed and flipped me off, while walking back to the chair he was sitting on 


previously. 

Let's see you do better." 

| smirked and played the opening chords of Master Of Puppets. To my delight Todd actually managed to fuck up 
during this song. We finished our rehearsal with Last Caress and Green Hell, then went to get ready for the 


show. 


As we were preparing to walk on stage, | noticed Jason nervously glancing at the small part of the crowd that 


was visible from backstage. | walked up and hugged my arms around him from behind. 
"Hey, everything's alright..." He took a deep breath and leaned into me. 
"I know. There's nothing to be nervous about." And yet his voice was slightly shaky as he said that. 


| moved his hair to the side and left a few light kisses on his neck. Jason let out a sigh and ran his hand over 


mine that was resting on his chest. 

"Those people will lose their fucking minds after they see you, you have nothing to worry about." 

"Or they won't care..." 

| froze as he said it and looked at him. How self-conscious could this incredible human being possibly be? 


Jason noticed my lack of movement and turned to look at me as well. Those beautiful deep blue eyes seemed 


nervous and insecure. 


That took me back to the times when he used to be completely stressed out about going on stage and | did 
nothing to help him with my yelling and mocking. His memory loss really reminded me what a dick | used to be.. 


| quickly glanced at his lips and closed the distance between us. Jason practically melted in my arms and turned 
to face me, so he could wrap his arms around me as well. | didn't even try to deepen the kiss, it was gentle, 


sweet and meant to say ‘Don't be fucking ridiculous’. 

We eventually broke apart to breathe. | pulled him into a tight hug and let out a deep sigh. It was warm, nice 
and comfortable. The Ecstasy Of Gold started playing in the background and the crowd went crazy. | almost 
didn't want to go on stage anymore, but reality hit me over the head in the form of a small, annoying Danish 
man. 


"Get a fucking room!" 


| reluctantly pulled away from Jason and muttered a few colourful words under my breath. He just laughed, 


ran his hand over my cheek and stepped away from me. | turned to Lars and saw that he had a smug smirk 


on his face. 
"Look who's fucking talking! You're practically trying to suck Kirk's face off after every single show." 


Lars turned to look at Kirk who was currently speaking with his guitar tech and checked him out from head to 
toe, lingering on his ass slightly. 


"Ive got no defence on that.” 
| rolled my eyes, took my guitar and turned back to Jason 

"How about a good luck kiss?" With a grin he stepped closer to me and kissed my cheek in a very formal way. 
"We wouldn't want to bother Lars." He intentionally said it loudly and | could hear that idiot laughing behind me. 


The intro was coming to an end, so | quickly kissed Jason's forehead, turned to see if the others guys were 


ready and we all walked on stage. 


We were greeted with the usual sound of people screaming and | have to admit, it did feel kind of good to hear 
it again. | looked down and a wide smile spread across my face as | saw a few people in the front holding up 
posters that said stuff like ‘We <3 you Jason’ or ‘Get well soon. And that dork actually thought that fans 


wouldn't care about him... 


As usual we immediately started playing our first song, this time it was Battery. When it was over, | decided 
to address the elephant in the room. 


"Hey fuckers, are you having a good time?" The crowd answered with a roar and | couldn't help but smirk at 
that. "You might've noticed something a little different in our line-up tonight.. This is our good friend Todd 
right here." | pointed at him and forced out a smile. It felt kind of sick to call him a good friend. "He's helping us 
out while Jason can't perform.” People cheered as | mentioned Jason's name, someone in the back started 
chanting it. "He's fine by the way, just taking a vacation or something.. But give it up for this guy, he's doing 
his best for you tonight!" 


The response was way more reserved. Todd awkwardly waved at the crowd and | did my best not to roll my 


eyes. What the fuck was he expecting, that they'll wave back? 


| glanced backstage and saw Jason standing there and watching us with a thoughtful expression on his face. | 
smirked at him and he game a questioning look. Whiplash was way later on the set-list, but hey, who was 
there to stop me from doing whatever the fuck | wanted? Well, Lars... But it's not like he could throw a temper 


tantrum while on stage. 


"Are you ready for fucking Whiplash?" Everyone cheered, but | just shook my head. "Come on, you can do 


better than that! Are you ready for fucking Whiplash?!" They screamed even louder. "Well I'm not singing it to 


you, but we have someone way better!" 


| looked back at Jason and saw him standing there with his eyes wide, making wild hand gestures that were 


supposed to mean ‘No’. 
"Come on baby, they want to hear you." 


Some people realized who | was talking to and started chanting Jason's name again, others quickly caught on 


too. Jason threw his head back, took a deep breath and walked out. 


| quickly glanced at Kirk and Lars. At first they just stared at me, not realizing what was going on, but when 
Jason came out, they started clapping along with the crowd. 


As he walked up to me, | dropped my hand over his shoulder and leaned closer to his ear. 


"Look at those signs at the front.." He did and that brought a smile to his face. The people holding those 
posters threw them up even higher and waved them around. | stepped aside and Jason got closer to the 


microphone. 


"Uh... Hello?" All the chanting and screaming came back and he smiled with one of those charming, crooked 


smiles of his. "| returned from my vacation for this, so you better be fucking loud, ok?" 


The crowd went nuts and we started playing. Jason sounded even better than he did at the rehearsal and he 
seemed to realize it too, because as the song went on, he got more and more confident. It was a bit funny 
since he obviously had no idea what to do with his hands without a bass, especially the one in the cast, but 


overall he did amazingly well. 


When the song ended, the crowd sent him off with thunderous applause and we continued on with the show. It 

went pretty much as planned, the audience was great and we had a blast playing. Well, except for the fact that 
every time | looked at the side expecting to see Jason, | saw Todd, who apparently decided to be an even bigger 
pain in the ass by playing everything perfectly. 


We played the last song on our set-list and went to the front of the stage, to say goodbye to the audience 
and throw some picks, drumsticks and other bullshit into the crowd. | wanted to invite Jason as well, but he 


was nowhere to be seen. 

When | was finally backstage, | grabbed myself a towel, a bottle of water and went to look for him. The search 
wasn't very long, he was at the first place that | checked- sitting in the dressing room with a notebook in his 
lap. When | opened the door he looked up and gave me a slight smile. 


"You didn't want to say goodbye to the audience?" 


"I did, but the whole headache thing wasn't just a lame excuse to skip a rehearsal. It's not killing me or 
anything, but it still sucks and all that noise on stage just made it a bit worse." | walked up to him, sat down 
by his side and rested my head on his shoulder 

"Are you sure that you're ok?" Jason looked down at me and ran his healthy hand through my hair. 

"You're worrying way too much: 

"Fuck yeah km worrying! | almost lost you.." Jason leaned down and kissed my forehead 

He was about to say something when Lars suddenly barged into the dressing room. 

"There you fuckers are! Am | interrupting something?" 

"Yes" Jason gave me a questioning look and chuckled 


"No. What's the matter?" Lars smirked as he looked at both of us. 


"Scott invited us to hang out. Their turn to go on stage is way later, so he and a few other friends of the 
band are having a drink." 


"What Scott?" Lars gave me an impatient look 

"How many fucking Scotts do you know?" 

"A few?" He just started at me blankly for a second 

"Whatever... Scott lan. Come on, get your asses up” | lifted my head from Jason's shoulder and looked at him. 
"You're ready to go?" 


"I think I'll stay here, | need some peace and quiet. Maybe I'll write something, | don't know." Lars leaned forward 
and looked at his notebook that had a few lines scribbled on it, some of them crossed out. 


"Look at you, Mr. Productive.. You sure you're not going?" 

"Yeah" 

"Then l'm staying with you" Jason turned to me and raised his eyebrows 
"Don't act like you dont want to go there’ 


"I do, but | don't want to leave you here alone." Lars let out a groan and | glared at him. 


"IFs not like something could happen to him.. He's a grown-ass man for fuck's sake. Jase, do you promise not 


to die here?" Jason laughed. 
"| promise." 


"Well there you go. The love of your life is safe and comfortable. Come on dude!" | hesitantly glanced back at 


Jason. 

"Are you sure?" He rolled his eyes. 

"Yes!" | looked at him for a second, leaned in, quickly kissed him and stood up. 
"l'm gonna be back in a few hours." He just smiled at me. 

"Have fun!" 


Me and Lars walked out. | felt kinda guilty about leaving Jason when he wasn't feeling that well, but Lars 


assured me that | was just being "an overprotective asshole". 


According to him, he didn't even know where Kirk was at the moment, but it didn't matter, because he loved 
Kirk and Kirk loved him, so they trusted each other. Lars could say some deep shit when he wanted to.. 


On our way there we passed Todd. He gave Lars a shy smile and completely looked away when he saw me. That 
suspicion looking piece of shit.. Jason kept telling me that my anger and mistrust for the guy was unjustified, 
because he's done nothing wrong, but | couldn't help it. Something about him just seemed off. 


Eventually | got him out of my head and just decided to relax and enjoy myself for a few hours. Lars was 
right, nothing could happened to Jason and a few bottles of beer wouldn't hurt anyone either. | mean, what 
could possibly go wrong? 


Chapter 9 


Author's Notes: 
Initially | was planning to write this entire story from James’ point of view, but by now | realized that it's not 
really possible. So yeah, | hope that this won't ruin everything.. 


| kept trying to come up with some decent lyrics, but nothing seemed good enough. | ended up crossing out 
everything and flipping to the next page, but a clean sheet of paper didn't help either. | couldn't write, because 
honestly, | didn't feel inspired whatsoever. It was just my pathetic attempt to distract myself. 


My mind kept wandering back to what | saw on stage. Metallica without me.. seemed oddly ok. Their sound was 
just as good if not better than when they played with me, the stage energy was there, Todd's back vocals 


were more than sufficient. 
This whole performance made me realise something- how freaking replaceable | was. 


Ever since | joined the band, | had doubts about belonging in it. Cliff left some big shoes to fill and | never felt 
like | could do it. | was always just decent, never great, no matter how much | tried. This show simply proved 


it, anyone could take my place and do what | did. 


Now that | thought about it, they probably only settled with me because of James. He fell in love with me, 


which still seemed kind of surreal, and they couldn't replace me anymore. 


Obviously, | never shared any of my concerns about belonging with the guys. Back then, because they would've 
made fun of me and probably confirmed my words. Now, because they would just sugarcoat this entire 
situation and say that I'm great, which l'm obviously not. 


| slumped down in my chair, took a deep breath and closed my eyes. This wasn't an easy thing to admit and it 
was kind of depressing. Back then | could at least say that | was in the band for my ability, regardless of how 
they treated me. Now | didn't even have that. 


While | was dwelling in my self-pity, the door suddenly opened. | quickly sat up straight and wiped the sad 


expression off of my face just in case that was James. 
It wasn't him though, it was Todd. He shyly looked at me, almost like he wasn't supposed to be there, even 
though it was just as much his dressing room as it was ours. His fingers were nervously drumming against 


the beer can that he was holding in his hand. 


"Uh... Hi. Am | bothering you?" 


| smiled at him. The guy's shyness, humbleness and genuineness was honestly endearing. Maybe its because he 
reminded me of myself when | first joined Metallica.. | was completely freaked out and star-struck He seemed 
to be going through the same thing, so | could kind of relate to him. 

"No, not at all" He uncomfortably shifted shifted from one foot to another. 

"Do you mind if | sit here?" 


"Dude, its your dressing room too." Todd nervously laughed and sat down on a chair not too far away from 


me. 
"Why are you not with the others?" 

"Im not feeling very well” Todd looked down and took a sip of his beer. 

"Oh.. It's none of my business, but does it have something to do with James?" | furrowed my eyebrows. 


"No? | just have a pretty bad headache. The kind that you would have when you're having a handover, just 


without he actual hangover. | can't remember the last time | was drunk.. Literally." Todd chuckled. 


"Good.. | mean, not good as in good that you're feeling shitty, but good as in good that's its nothing serious." 


There was a brief pause. 

"Why would you think that it has something to do with James?" He uncomfortably looked away. 
‘Its really none of my business." The nervousness on his face piqued my curiosity. 

"No, it's fine, just say whatever you have to say." 


He glanced at me, but then quickly looked away again. It appeared like he was considering something very 


serious. 


Its about you and James.. You guys seem to be doing really well lately, | don't wanna ruin it. | understand why 


he chose not to Tell you." 


My heart sunk slightly. What could he possibly know that could ruin my relationship with James? Everything 


was great between us, he wouldn't hide anything from me.. Or at least | thought so. 
"Just tell me. If it's something about me, | deserve to know it, right?" 
| tried to keep my tone calm and friendly, but judging by Todd's concerned look, some of the distress probably 


did manage to reflect in my voice. He started slowly spinning the beer can in his hands and fixated his eyes on 
it, almost as if he was talking to it instead of me. 


"Well.. Shit. You don't honestly think that every single one of those bruises on your body is from the 


accident?" 


| almost stopped breathing as my brain tried to process what | just heard. There was one clear answer to 


what he meant by that, but | refused to accept it. 
"What else could they be from?" Todd released a sad sigh. 
"James." 


That was the name | dreaded to hear the most. He said it very quietly, almost like he was afraid of my 
reaction. But | didn't react at all, | was just sitting there completely frozen. My first instinct was denial and | 
was ready to cling to it until my dying breath. This couldn't be true.. Todd must've taken my silence as a sign 


to continue. 


"Ever since the rumor first spread about you two being together, everyone found it a bit strange. | mean, 
there are legends among fans about all the cruel shit that they would all do to you, especially James. But we 
decided to see where this would go and soon enough | started hearing stories about James getting drunk and 
beating you up or cheating on you. In public everything seemed fine, but you would always have an occasional 
bruise or something.. | guess its kind of a good thing that he decided to use your amnesia and make things 
better between you two, by completely erasing that whole thing." 


The room got filled with eerie silence. My mind was racing and | wasn't sure what | should do or say. The 
James he described sounded nothing like the one who was living with me. James took care of me, he loved me, 


he was gentle and patient.. 


Now that | thought about it, that sounded nothing like the James Hetfield | knew from the past. | couldn't 
remember him showing any of those qualities before. But people change.. Right? Plus, there's no way that 
everyone hid it from me. Kirk and Lars were my friends, even before the accident. | cast my eyes to the 


ground and cleared my throat. 
"The other guys.. They would've told me." Todd gave me a sad smile. 


"You really trust them, don't you?" He didn't get an answer, so he kept talking. "Think about it, why would 
they? James has been their friend for years, they want what's best for him. I'm sure that they like you too, 
but they've obviously picked his side over yours in this whole situation It's better for everyone to keep up 
this charade of a perfect relationship until you'll remember everything yourself and go back to quietly taking 
his drunk outbursts behind closed doors. This was your opportunity to leave and start over, and James doesn't 


want that." 


The memory of James begging me not to leave when | first came back home flashed in front of my eyes. | 
understood his desperation as love then | still wanted to believe that it was love.. 


"IFs bullshit, James hasn't even raised his voice against me. If he really was abusive, | wouldve seen some 
signs of it by now" | hated how defensive my voice sounded, like | was the one who was trying to prove 
something here. 

"Well have you seen him drunk since the accident?" 

My mouth snapped shut. No, | haven't. It was almost hard to believe that he barely touched any alcohol 
around me except for a few occasional beers for so long. And from my own experience, | knew that drunk 
James was always the most violent and aggressive. | had a broken rib that could prove it from the first week 
of joining the band. My mind wandered off to where James was at the moment.. Todd gave me a knowing look 


"He's drinking right now, isn't he?" 


| turned my eyes away from him. He was getting into my head and | didn't want that. | didn't want to believe 


him. 


"So fucking what if he is? | don't believe you. You have no way of knowing all this shit." My angry tone made 


him lower his head as he took a sip of his bear again. 
‘I'm a musician. | hang out with roadies and guys who work at studios. They get to see bands from up close 
and you can hear some pretty personal shit from them, that's how word spread about what's going on 


between you and him. I'm just trying to help..." 


| studied his face for a while. He seemed genuinely upset that | didn't believe him and that planted a small seed 
of doubt in my mind. 


"How come no one else told me anything?" Todd looked up at me, surprised that | was still talking to him, but 
then let out a low chuckle. 


"Yeah, like someone would want to piss off Hetfield." Another good point, people were intimidated by James, 


especially when he was drunk. 
"And you?" His look became shy as he hesitantly reached out his hand and placed it on my shoulder. 
| care about you Jason and | don't want you to suffer with him." 


For a second the gesture almost seemed comforting. Almost. | shrugged his hand away and stood up, so he 


couldn't touch me anymore. It somehow felt wrong. 
"Thanks for your concern, but I'm not suffering.’ 


Todd gave me one last desperate look before lowering his head again My notebook on the floor seemed to 


catch his attention He bent down, picked it up and quickly wrote something down in the corner. 


"Here's my address. If you'll ever want to talk about this or if anything.. bad will happen between you and 


James, feel free to come over at any time." 


He stood up, placed the notebook on the chair that he was sitting on previously and with one last friendly smile 
left. 


| stood there trying to process what just happened for a while, then sat down and covered my face with my 


hands. 


| hated how much sense his words made. James was avoiding alcohol, he never talked about any bad memories 
that we might have together, he hated Todd for no reason, simply for being outside of his circle of friends. 
For being a person who could potentially tell me the truth.. 


But | didn't want to take this story as truth. | didn't want to believe that my friends would lie to me or that 
James would hurt me. If someone had told me all of this when | first woke up in the hospital, | would've 


believed it without a second thought, but after experiencing how sweet and loving James could be, | simply 


couldn't do it. 


A small pang of pain went through my head and | hissed slightly. This was all way too much. | quickly blinked 
away the tears that started gathering in my eyes and took a deep breath. 


| didn't even feel like | could tell myself that everything's gonna be alright. Deep down inside | felt that it won't. 


Chapter I0 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry in advance.. Please enjoy and leave feedback! 


So maybe | was gone for more than a few hours.. Maybe it was closer to five.. And maybe | found Jason 
already snoozing when | came back to him.. But hey, at least | wasn't drunk! | took a few shots and drank a few 
cans of beer, but to my body that was like a glass of water. 


Jason looked absolutely adorable all slumped down in a chair, with hair falling all over his face and his mouth 


slightly open. | quietly walked up to him, knelt down by his side and ran my hand over his cheek. 

He stirred in his sleep and leaned into my touch. | smiled and gently shook his shoulder. 

"Jase, wake up baby, we gotta go home." 

His eyes scrunched up slightly and he lazily opened them. A small smile appeared on his lips as he nuzzled into 
my palm, but it suddenly vanished. He fully opened his eyes and pulled away from my hand. That seemed a bit 
odd to me, but | just stood up and outstretched my hand to help him up as well 


"Ready to go?" 


Jason looked at my hand for a second, then got up by himself and walked right past me without giving me a 
second look He quickly grabbed his notebook and started walking towards the door. 


"Yeah, let me just get my jacket..." | quickly caught his arm and turned him to look at me. 
"Hey, is something wrong?" 


He still avoided my eyes, instead choosing to look at my hand that was holding him. He seemed uncomfortable 


for some reason and | instantly loosened my fingers, so | was barely touching him. 

"No, everything's fine. l'm.. l'm just tired, that's all." 

The answer sounded rushed and | became a bit worried. | stepped closer to him and softly pressed my lips to 
his. Jason only allowed the kiss to last for a few seconds before pulling away. He licked his lower lip and shot 


me a nervous glance. 


"You taste like alcohol." | chuckled and ran my fingers through his hair. 


"Yes... Well, the juice bar was already closed, so we had to settle for Smirnoff” 
Jason didn't seem amused. He pulled away from my embrace completely and took a few steps back. 


"IIl go get my jacket" He practically fled through the door and | was left alone and confused in the dressing 


room. 


On our way home the car was drowning in uncomfortable silence. | tried to start a few casual conversations, 
but Jason would just shut down my attempts with cold, one word responses. Eventually | just gave up and 


turned on the radio. There was no decent music playing, but it was better than nothing. 


| already felt like an asshole for making him drive in the dark while the road was still slippery, this silent 
treatment certainly wasn't helping. He said that it's ok, but | could clearly see how tight he was gripping the 
steering wheel. | felt terrible, but as the old saying goes, don't drink and drive kids. 


We wordlessly made our way home and as soon as the front door closed behind us, Jason walked straight to 
the kitchen | followed him and found him there leaning against a counter and downing a full cup of water in one 


go. He was clenching his fingers around the edge of the counter so hard, that his knuckles turned white. 


When he noticed me standing in the doorway and looking at him, he set the cup down and his body adapted a 
somewhat defensive position. His behaviour threw me off completely, | couldn't understand what made him act 


this way. 


"Would you like to let me know what's going on?" Jason looked away from me, suddenly looking almost 
embarrassed. | sighed, walked up to him and hugged my arms around him, ignoring how tense his body was. 
"I'm sorry that | made you drive tonight. I'm an inconsiderate piece of shit, | should've thought about it... 


"It's ok." 


Jason's voice was hesitant. He still refused to return the hug, instead choosing to rigidly stand in my arms 


while looking at me with wary eyes. | furrowed my eyebrows. 
"Then what's the matter? Is it still about the performance? Cause you know that it was a one off thing.’ 


"No, it's not about that." His cold and distant voice was making my stomach turn. Frustration started building 
up inside of me. | wanted to fix whatever was bothering him, but | didn't know what it was. | leaned down and 
tried to kiss him, but Jason turned his head away, took my arms away from himself and stepped to the side. 
When we were a few feet away from each other he turned to look at me with strangely worried and sad eyes. 


"James, | need to ask you something and | want you to be honest" 


| tried to reach for him, but Jason just pulled away again. My heart sank, but | tried to remain as calm as 


possible, trying to convince myself that maybe its not something serious. Jason's expression said otherwise 


though. 


"Uh... Yeah, ask anything." He briefly closed his eyes and took a deep breath that came out slightly shaky. 
"Is there something you're not telling me about.. us?" | gave him a questioning look 


"What do you mean?" Jason started nervously picking at the side of his jeans, the conversation was obviously 


making him uncomfortable. 


'Like.. Are there any bad things that | should know about?" That completely caught me off guard and | raised 


my eyebrows at him. 


"Bad things?" Jason nodded his head even though it wasn't really a question, | was just surprised by where this 
conversation was heading. "| don't know... | mean, sure, we would argue sometimes, but that's normal. ls that 


what you're asking?" Jason nervously ran his hand through his hair. 


"No, | mean more like.. Maybe when you would get drunk and | would do something that made you angry, you 
would sometimes.. Or, you know, there are a lot of groupies hitting on us after the shows and maybe you 
spent time with some of them.." | could tell that he was choosing his words very carefully, so it took me a 


second to realize the gravity of what he was saying. 


"Wait.. Are you asking if | beat you or cheat on you?" | don't know what being stabbed through the heart with 
a rusty knife feels like, but | could only assume that this would be it. | could practically see whatever fragile 
relationship | managed to rebuild with him falling apart. His small nod made me shake my head in disbelief. "Why 
would you think that..?" 


My voice was more quiet than usual and normally I'd hate how weak it sounded, but at that moment | didn't 
care, | just wanted to hear his answer. Jason's eyes softened slightly as he saw how sad his question had 
made me, but then he just looked away and cleared his throat. 


"This person came up to me and told me. There's no reason for him to lie.. And it would be really convenient 
for you to use my condition to sort of fix things between us if it was true." | could feel my fists clenching 
involuntarily. 

"Who was it?" My harsh tone made Jason's eyes snap back to me. 

It doesn't matter. You didn't answer my question 

| took a few deep breaths to calm myself and slowly approached Jason, trying not to spook him away. | wasn't 
mad at him, | was mad at whoever dared to lie to him like that. Hugging or kissing was obviously off-limits, so 
| resorted to gently cupping his cheek and running my thumb over his cheekbone. He didn't seem overly 


comfortable with that either, but | was desperate to have any kind of contact with him. 


"| never did that. | never hurt you or cheated on you." 


| tried to make my voice sound reassuring. Jason placed his hand over mine and | was about to smile at him, 


but then | felt him pulling my hand away. 
‘| need time to think about this." 


His words were quiet, but they rang in my ears as if he shouted them at me. He lowered my hand, but | 
quickly spun it around and interwined our fingers. To my relief he allowed that. | swallowed a lump that started 


to form in my throat and tried to collect my thoughts. 


| knew what this meant. He was going to leave me. He was going to walk out and never come back to me. The 
worst part was that | couldn't even blame him. It was my fault for being an asshole to him from the very 


beginning with no fucking reason, for abusing him, humiliating him and making him feel worthless. 


To be honest, | didn't deserve his forgiveness in the first place. The fact that after all the shit | put him 
through he still managed to love me was incredible, but it would've made way more sense if he just told me to 


fuck off the first time | tried to kiss him. Just like he was basically telling me to fuck off now. 


| understood his decision, but that didn't make it hurt any less, because | was telling the truth. | never raised 
my hand against him and | definitely never cheated on him. He was the only one that | wanted That made the 


realization that he was about to leave so much worse. 
A million emotions were stirring in my head and | squeezed Jason's hand in an attempt to relax. 


"Please don't do this.." My voice was barely a whisper. Jason sadly looked down at our joined hands and slowly 
started pulling his fingers away from mine. | reluctantly let go and ran my hand through my hair. Jason 
slightly flinched as | raised my hand and that broke my heart. He was afraid of me.. That made anger 
overcome all the other emotions for a second. Again, not at him, but at this entire situation in general, at the 
fact that | was losing a person that | loved, at myself for being such a fuck up.. | took a small step backwards. 
"Why is it so hard to just fucking trust me?" My harsh tone made coldness wash over Jason's eyes. 


"Because | don't know you. | mean." He nervously ran his hands over his face. "Fuck..| don't know you enough 
to be sure that you wouldn't do it. | barely knew you before we got together and | don't remember anything 
from our relationship. For all | know it could be true, you did drink a lot and you were violent back then | would 
constantly see you getting blowjobs from groupies even when you had a girlfriend. When she left you, you 


didn't even seem to care..." 
"Because | didn't love her." 


My response made Jason pause for a second. He was looking at me with a thoughtful look on his face. 


Eventually he just released a defeated sigh. 


"lm sorry James." 


| crossed my arms on my chest, hung my head and nodded at the floor. For a few seconds there was silence, 
then Jason wordlessly walked out of the kitchen. | could hear the rustling of him putting on his shoes and 
jacket, then the sound of him picking up his car keys. Finally the front door opened and closed. 


| stood motionless for a while with my eyes squeezed shut and my fists clenched so hard that my nails were 
digging into my palms. 


In a sudden fit of rage | grabbed the cup off the counter and threw it at the nearest wall with a growl. It 
made a loud shattering noise and spread all over the kitchen floor. | stood there looking at the broken pieces 
for a while and breathing heavily. 


Then | just slumped down on the floor and allowed tears to freely stream down my face. It wasn't even proper 


crying, there was no sobbing. | just allowed all my pain to come out through those tears. 


| could feel a sharp piece of the broken cup stabbing my leg, but | didn't care. | wouldn't have cared if it was 
my wrist pressing against the sharp ceramic edge.. 


| should've gone after him.. | should've fallen on my knees in front of him, begging him not to leave. But it 
wouldve been useless. Even if Jason did stay, he would go to bed tonight thinking that he's going to sleep with 
a monster who abused him. | wanted to keep him by my side, but that wasn't fair to him. 


Suddenly | was overcome by worry. | didn't even know where he went and that was making me uneasy, because 
| had no way of making sure that he was fine. But then when | thought about, it was really none of my 


business anymore, wasn't it? 


| sighed and got up from the floor. | could sit there and act depressed all | wanted, but at the end of the day | 
knew that I'll have to clean up the mess | made, go upstairs and fall asleep knowing that tomorrow's going to 


be the first day of the rest of my miserable life. 


Chapter Il 
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To be honest, | wasn't sure where | was going. My only goal was to get as far away from James as possible, 
so | wouldn't feel the guilt that overcame me when he looked at me with those sincere and hurt eyes. | didn't 


know what to believe.. 


The sound of something being smashed that | heard while leaving eased my guilt a little bit though. Todd was 
right, he turned aggressive when alcohol was involved.. But then again, he seemed so vulnerable and sweet 
when | talked to him.. | was confused and the headache that had only gotten worse wasn't allowing me to think 
straight. | was starting to get worried about it too, because it just wouldn't stop. 


Another thing that distracted me were the heavy snowflakes that had started falling from the sky pretty 
much as soon as | left. They were making the view of the road very unclear and | felt myself getting tense, 
because the sight in front of me was eerily similar to the one | saw right before the accident happened, only 


worse, because now it was the middle of the night. It probably didn't make any sense to be afraid, but | 
couldn't help it. 


It was all too much for me and | stopped the car at the side of the road. There were practically no other cars 
driving during this weather and snow has that amazing quality of making it seem like everything outside is dead 


silent. For a while | just sat in my car with my eyes closed, enjoying the peace and quiet. 


A sharp stab of pain in the back of my head ended my small moment of bliss and | came back to the real 
world where | had to find somewhere to go if | didn't want to sleep in my car on the side of a highway. But 
again, | didn't know where to go. | thought about Kirk and Lars, but they would probably do everything in their 
power to bring me back to James as soon as | showed up on their doorstep and | just wasn't ready to face 


him again. 


Suddenly an idea came to my mind. | opened the glove compartment silently praying that | was careless enough 
not to bring my notebook with me when | went home. Thankfully, | was way too concentrated on confronting 
James to remember it and it was still there. | took it out and flipped it open. There, in the corner of the page | 


saw an address written in a surprisingly neat handwriting. 
| considered it for a second. Why would | trust Todd? Who the hell was he? Some random local bass player 
that our record label brought in, because he was ‘enthusiastic and would probably look good on stage’. That 


was all it took for them to replace me.. 


On the other hand, | didn't have a reason not to trust Todd. He seemed like a very nice, genuine and humble 


person who looked honestly concerned about me when he said all those things about James. That's what got to 
me, the genuine concern in his voice when he told me everything. Maybe he was just a regular guy who was 
trying to help me out. | had more reasons to trust him than | had to trust James.. This thought made me feel 
uneasy, but it was the truth. 


| started the engine again, turned on the windscreen wipers for a few seconds to clean off all the snow that 
had managed to collect there while | was lost in my thoughts and finally drove off. Thank god that Todd didn't 


live too far away, so | had a pretty fair idea of where his address was. 


About I5 minutes later | stopped my car in front of a pretty shabby looking apartment building. | wasn't 
surprised that thats where he lived, he was a musician after all. In the music industry you either live 


ridiculously well or eat ramen noodles three times a day. There's no in-between. 


| climbed up to the second floor and stopped in front of a door that had the number 34 on it. That was the 
apartment number written in my notebook | took a deep breath, counted to three and knocked on the door. At 
first there was nothing. A few thoughts about getting out of there crossed my mind while waiting, but | 
resisted them. Partly because | honestly wanted to trust Todd and partly because | just didn't have anywhere 


else to go. 

Suddenly | heard faint footsteps on the other side of the door. Then there was a sound of a key being turned 
and finally | was greeted with a sight of a very sleepy and very confused looking Todd in nothing but a football 
jersey and underwear. 


"Jason" | awkwardly shifted from one foot to another. 


"Uh... Yeah. Sorry that I'm bothering you at this hour, but you said that | could come to you if anything 
happened and.." All sleep suddenly vanished from his face. 


"Did something happen?" 

"Well kind of." Seeing his eyes going wide | quickly shook my head. "James didn't hurt me or anything, we just 
had an argument and | left to clear my mind. So.. Can | come in?" Todd quickly stepped to the side allowing me 
inside. 

"Yes, of course! Let me just put on some pants." 

He chuckled awkwardly and went to what | could only assume was his bedroom. Meanwhile | stepped inside and 
shut the door behind me. | found myself in a tiny hallway that was littered with sneakers and combat boots 
randomly kicked off everywhere. 


Todd came back with a pair of jeans on and quickly started picking up all the shoes. 


"Shit, sorry about the mess, | wasn't really expecting any visitors." 


"Don't worry it's fine. My own apartment looked just like this if not worse when | first moved to LA" Todd 
laughed and finally stood back up. 


"Uh... Let's go and sit down?" | nodded and he led me to his living room. It was pretty basic, but cosy. Todd 
motioned towards the couch and | sat down. The awkwardness of this situation was quickly making me regret 


not sleeping in the car. "Do you want anything?" 


"This might sound weird, but you have anything that could cure a headache?" Concern came back to Todd's 


face. 
"Are you alright?" | gave him a small smile. 


"Yeah, it's just this dull pain in my head that keeps coming back and then going away again." Todd still seemed 
hesitant. 


"That doesn't sound very good.. But | don't have anything. Not that it would help, but | could bring you some 


water?" 
"Sounds good." 


Todd quickly left and | heard a fridge being opened. He soon came back with a small bottle of cold water that | 
took with a grateful nod. 


| really hope that l'm not bothering you." Todd instantly shook his head. 


"No, not at all. You can stay here tonight if you want to. | have a roommate who normally sleeps on the couch, 


but he's out of town, so this luxurious residence is free." 


He smiled and looked at me with expecting eyes. | was about to say no, but then | remembered that this was 
literally my only option at the moment. 


"Really? That would be a bit too much to ask for, but it would help me a lot." Todd sat down on the couch 


next to me and gave me another reassuring smile. 

"Make yourself at home." | smiled back to him. 

"Seriously, thank you, | really appreciate it." 

Uncomfortable silence followed. Not having anything else to do | took a sip of my water and placed it down on 


the coffee table. Todd was looking at me with a puzzled expression on his face and eventually cleared his 


throat. 


"Hey... | just have to ask.. What exactly happened between you and James? | know that its none of my business, 
but l'm just worried You can tell me if he hit you or something like that.” 


"No! | mean.. No. He didn't hit me, we just talked about what you told me James obviously denied everything, 
but.. You don't have a reason to lie to me, do you?" Todd seemed surprised and there was something else 


about his look that | couldn't quite figure out. 


‘Or course not! You were nothing but nice to me, regardless of the shitty circumstances and | just couldn't 


stand seeing you being lied to.." 
He reached out his hand and placed it on my back The gesture was completely innocent, but it still felt 
somewhat wrong. | stopped myself from pulling away though. As much as | didn't like to admit it, | felt like shit 


and the comfort was more than welcome... 


Suddenly he placed his other hand on my knee and started inching closer to me. That instantly made me alert. 


There was something weird about the way he was staring at me. 
"Um... Todd?" He just continued to get closer, giving me a sympathetic look 

"Hts ok, | won't hurt you like he did." 

"What are you." 

Before | had a chance to finish my sentence he pressed his lips to mine. The kiss was very gentle and sweet, 
but at that moment it was the most revolting and.. wrong thing that I've ever experienced. | quickly pushed 
him away which made a hurt look flash through Todd's eyes. 

"Jason." 

"Don't. Just. Please don't" Todd affectionately ran his hand down my arm. 


"| understand that it's hard for you to receive real affection after what that monster did to you... 


His words made me instantly feel defensive and | pulled away to the very end of the couch. Farther away from 
Todd and all those things that he was saying about James.. 


"He's not a monster. He did nothing wrong." 
"Nothing that you can remember." 


That made my mouth snap shut. | hated how much sense he was making.. After about a minute of eerie 


silence Todd sighed and stood up. 


"lIl bring you a pillow and a blanket" | didn't even glance at him. 

"Ok." 

As soon as he left the room | quickly wiped my lips with the back of my hand. | felt dirty.. Staying there made 
me feel like | was betraying James. The only thing that kept me from leaving was the small voice in the back 


of my mind going ‘But what if he's right? That would mean that James has betrayed you far worse..' 


The more | thought about it, the shittier and more conflicted | felt and the worse my headache was getting, 
so | did my best to clear my mind and just breathe. 


Todd came back with the blanket and pillow and | created a somewhat comfortable sleeping arrangement on his 


couch. 

"If you'll need anything, just call" | awkwardly nodded without even looking at him. 

"Yeah, ok.. Thank you." He attempted to give me a genuine and friendly smile. 

"You're welcome." 

With that he left and | was alone with my thoughts again. Thoughts about how | could be making a terrible 
mistake or the best decision of my life. | couldn't help but think about what James was feeling. He was 
obviously angry, but his eyes were also so sad and broken when | walked out.. 

| didn't want to hurt him. Shit, even if Todd was right and James did abuse me, | still didn't want to cause him 
any pain. | couldn't explain it, but there was this odd feeling of protectiveness over James that | felt. 


Protectiveness that he might've rewarded with his fists.. 


And yet the only thing that | could think about as | settled down to sleep was the lack of James' warmth and 


musky smell around me that used to made me feel so comfortable and safe... 


That and the god-awful fucking headache. 


Chapter 12 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter turned out unusually long, but | just couldn't figure out a way to make it shorter, so sorry about 


that.. 


My eyes shot open and | was completely taken over by pain. | placed my hands on my temples and started 
pressing, hoping that it will somehow ease it, but it did nothing to soften the feeling of my skull being split 
open from the inside. It also made my broken arm ache which just added to the agony. 


| finally gave up and bit into my knuckles, trying to keep myself from screaming. The bite soon became hard 
enough to break the skin and | had to let go, not wanting to draw blood. My first instinct was to wake up 
James, but when | turned to the side, | was greeted with the sight of an empty, dark and unfamiliar room. 


That made me panic for a second before | remembered what happened. James wasn't there and he couldn't 


help me. | wasn't sure if he would even want to after what happened. | was on my own. 


The water bottle that Todd fetched me caught my attention on the coffee table. | slowly lowered my feet to 
the floor. My stomach twisted in a sickening way and | was careful not to bend down, because | was sure that 


it would make me vomit. 


As soon as | stood up, black dots started running in front of my eyes. My hearing suddenly disappeared and all 
| could hear was an unnatural hum that seemed to come from my own ears. | tried to take a step forward 


and realized that my limbs felt unusually light: 


My vision started getting darker, a pleasant numb feeling replaced the headache. | realized that | was losing 
balance, but my brain was too sluggish to do anything about it. All | could do was enjoy the lack of pain as | 


slowly drifted away from my consciousness. 


XE% 
James is pacing back and forth in his hotel room while l'm leaning against the wall near the door, ready to flee 
at any moment. I'm following him with my eyes. Its pretty fascinating, almost like watching a lion being restless 


in his enclosure. 


I'm not exactly stoked about having this conversation here, but its my only option. It's pretty pathetic how | 
have to get his permission.. But of course | do, otherwise he'd kill me if he found out. 


‘It's out of the question, Newsted." | let out a frustrated groan 


"| don't understand why! I've known those guys for years and they just asked me for a favour." 

"Well say no!" 

"You and Kirk have that Spastic Children thing going on, why can't | just play one show with my old friends?" 
James glares at me and, as embarrassing as it is, that sends shivers down my spine. He's always had very 
expressive eyes.. Somehow he's making me feel as if I'm a child throwing a temper tantrum even though he's 
the one who's wrong. 

"Spastic Children is different" 

"How is it different? You're going off to play with a different band that has nothing to do with Metallica. If 
anything, it's worse, because you're actual members of it." James looks away and | smirk inwardly. So | had a 
point. 

"It just is.. And you're not playing with them, that's my final word” 

"But why?!" 

The words come out as a yell, even though | didn’t intend it that way. 

James suddenly stops in his tracks and looks at me. | can't read his look and it makes me nervous. Suddenly he 
closes the distance between us in two long strides and slams his fist against the wall right beside my head, 
scaring the living shit out of me. 

"Because..." 

He's so close to my face that | can feel his heavy breathing on my skin. His breath smells like beer, but that 
was to be expected. | hesitantly look up at him and silently pray that my tone won't give away how terrified | 
am. 


"Because what?" 


My voice is weak, but James hears it just fine because of how close he is. His eyes slowly soften He's staring 


at me and examining every single detail of my face. 


| feel extremely exposed and probably blush slightly, but | don't dare to move. Its been a while since the last 


time when James used me as his personal punching bag, but | still decide to stay cautious. 


He suddenly looks directly at my eyes and lowers his fist, using that hand to run through my hair instead. | 
don't understand what's going on, but still let my eyes to flutter shut because of how good it feels. 


As | open them again, | realise that James is now looking at my lips. He starts slowly inching closer to me and | 
get tense. | had thought about him like that before, but the idea of this actually happening is still ridiculous to 


me. 


James is not gay.. He hates me. The conversation we just had is a living proof of that. And yet he's still gently 
twisting strands of my hair around his fingers.. 


l'm violently pulled out of my thoughts as | feel his soft and warm lips brushing against mine. My eyes go 
wide. He looks at me for a second and then hungrily closes the distances between us again, this time kissing me 


as if he was dying and | was his last life source. Like he's been waiting for this. 


He places his big and surprisingly gentle hands on my waist and pulls me closer to him. A brief thought that 


his body feels amazing against mine crosses my mind. 


| slowly start responding and soon l'm kissing him with just as much passion as he's kissing me. His tongue slips 
into my mouth and it's a whole new level of ecstasy as he starts massaging my tongue with his. | do the same 


and he moans into my lips. 


We both eventually reluctantly pull away for some air. The room is silent except for our panting. James looks 


up at me again and brushes a strand of hair away from my face. 


"Because you're mine and I'm not good at sharing, that's what. | don't want to see you play with anyone else, 


be with anyone else or... kiss anyone else." 


A million emotions run through my head after hearing those words. Ranging from anger about how possessive 
and overprotective he is, to happiness, because | would've given everything away to be his not that long ago. | 
place another soft kiss on his lips and look him in the eye. 


"This.. Whatever this is.. It could happen" James’ eyes light up and | smile at him. "But | will perform with my 
friends. That doesn't mean that I'm going to run off with them and leave you guys. I'm not leaving you James." 
| always knew that his family broke apart pretty early in his life, with his father leaving and his mother dying 
when he was just a teen, but only now do | realize how serious his abandonment issues are. He feels a need to 
control whatever he holds precious in fear of losing it. A sudden need to protect and care for James washes 


over me and | pull him into a hug. "I'm not gonna leave you." 


| feel his hands hesitantly sliding up my back and returning the hug. He buries his face in my hair and | feel 
his body relaxing. 


"What the hell are you doing to me." 


eR 


l'm in a bed. James is lying on his back and l'm straddling his hips. He's completely naked and so am |. He's 


looking straight at me, his pupils are dilated. I'm leaving wet kisses on his chest and he lets out a breathy 
moan as | lightly run my teeth over his nipple. 


"Fuck... Please stop teasing." 


| smirk slightly and sit up again. That confidence vanishes though as | reach down, take his hard manhood into 
my slightly shaky hand and cover it with lube. James shudders and seeing his reaction, | stroke him a few 
more times. He thrusts his hips into my fist, but | just gently push him back and proceed to slowly slide my 
hand up and down. 


Finally | take a deep breath and position him right in front of my entrance. James is looking at me again with 
those stunning light blue eyes. | close mine and lower myself slightly. 


His tip enters me. The stretching feeling is very weird and kind of uncomfortable. James lets out a groan and 
his hips involuntary jerk upwards. | hiss and he immediately stops. There's a concerned look on his face as he 
sits up and wraps his arms around me. His mouth is instantly on my neck, kissing, sucking, occasionally biting 


and then immediately following those bites with soft kisses again. 


| let out a low hum and tilt my head slightly to give him better access. All of that will definitely leave marks, 
but | don't care. | want him to mark me, to leave a sign that shows how much he wants me. James eventually 


leaves one last kiss on my collarbone and looks up at me. 


"You have to relax baby.." | slowly exhale and try to loosen my muscles up. James holds me tighter as he 


feels my body practically going limp. "There you go, just like that.. Do you trust me Jase?" 


| open my eyes and look straight at him. Yes.. Maybe l'm crazy, but | do. He's shown nothing but love and care 
for me over the past few weeks that we've been "together". My only response is a nod though as | lean down 


and passionately kiss him. 


James' hands sneak around my hips and he starts to slowly lower my body. It's painful, but the pain starts to 


fade as | sit down in his lap, having him completely inside of me. 


James breaks the kiss and moans. He has pure bliss written all over his face. His eyes are closed and his 


flushed lips are slightly parted. He's so beautiful.. 
| hook my arms around his neck, take a deep breath, lift myself up and go down again. We both let out a groan. 
There's still a small bit of pain, but its accompanied by something else... Pleasure starts slowly building inside 


of me. 


| hear James whispering my name under his breath and encouraging me as | continue to rise and fall in his lap. 


He keeps looking at my eyes the entire time and it's the most intimate thing I've ever experienced. 


| lean down and reconnect our lips, finally feeling fully wanted and accepted. 


eR 


We're in an elevator. Some boring song is playing in the background while l'm struggling to keep James upright. 
Its not easy, because he's piss drunk and doesn't show the least bit of effort to keep his balance by himself. 
He's evidently very horny as well, judging by the fact that he keeps trying to kiss my neck while his hand is 


roaming my skin under my shirt. 


"Jase.. You know what would be exciting?" The husky whisper sends shivers down my spine, but | contain 


myself and just give him a curious look. 
"What?" 


"Fucking in the elevator." His hand starts sliding down as he says that and knowing what he's going for, | stop 
it midway. A chuckle leaves my lips. 


"Sure, exciting. For us and for the security guard" | point at the camera in the corner and he looks up at it 


too. A disappointed expression settles on James’ face. 
‘Oh... We can't do it then. | want you all to myself" He kisses the side of my head and | smile. 
"Aw, and | was about to take my clothes off" James gives me a big, drunk grin and nuzzles into my hair. 


We reach our floor and | lead him to our room. He keeps trying to kiss me while I'm searching for the key and 


that makes it more difficult than it has to be. 


Eventually we walk into the room, | close the door behind me and lead James to the bed. | start undressing him 


and he lets out a low chuckle. 
“Someone's impatient." | roll my eyes and just proceed with my task. When he's finally lying in bed with nothing 
but his underwear, | put his clothes aside and bring him some sparkling water from the mini bar. James 


watches me through half opened eyes while | walk across the room. "You're so pretty..." 


| raise my eyebrows and laugh. James is not against telling me all sorts of sweet bullshit, but calling me 


‘pretty’ is a bit overboard. | stretch out my hand to give him the water bottle. 

"You're not too bad yourself" 

There's that dumb grin again.. Who am | kidding, his smile is gorgeous, it could make flowers bloom. That smile 
turns into a smirk though as he quickly grabs my hand and pulls me down. | drop the bottle and plop down 


right on top of him. 


James instantly uses my surprise and connects our lips in a dizzying open mouth kiss. No amount of alcohol 


could take away the fact that he's a good kisser... 


Just as | start to relax and my hands start running down his warm body, | realize what I'm doing and stop 


myself. He's drunk, this would technically count as using him. 


| place my hands on his strong chest and push myself away from him. James lets out a whimper and tries to 


pull me back down, but | sit up, catch his hands and pin them down on the bed. 
"Not tonight" James looks down at my body, then glances at his trapped hands and smirks. 


"This could be a very exciting position if we removed a few layers of clothing.." | roll my eyes, let go of him 


and get out of the bed. 
"| won't sleep with you if you won't behave." 


James gives me his best puppy dog look that's only amplified by the fact that alcohol has made his eyes a bit 


disoriented. 
"You won't leave me all alone in this cold bed, will you?" 


| sigh in defeat. What can | say, drunk James can be adorable and the worst part is that he seems to realize 


it.. | take off my clothes, walk to the other side of the bed and get in 


James instantly shifts closer to me, wraps his hands around my torso and places his head on my chest, 


snuggling into me as if I'm a huge plush toy. 


All| can see from my point of view is a cloud of messy blond hair lying on top of me, but I'm one hundred 


percent sure that James currently has a huge, self-satisfied smirk on his face. 


A small smile creeps into my own lips as | start slowly stroking his hair. James lets out a low moan and places 


a light kiss on my chest. 

"| love you." 

My hand freezes and my heart skips a beat. He's never told me that he loves me before and now it came out 
of his mouth as if it was nothing more than a casual ‘goodnight’. | prompt myself up slightly and James lazily 
raises his head to look at me with drowsy, questioning eyes. | cup his cheeks and make him focus on me. This 
is important.. 


"Is that you or alcohol talking?" 


James smiles at me with one of those dazzling grins, shifts closer and gently presses his lips to mine. It's not 


driven by lust like the kisses before. He places a hand on my chest and pulls away, leaning his forehead against 


mine. 
‘| love you. Maybe l'm a little drunk, but you're beautiful and amazing, and | want to be with you." 


These words might've been more effective had they not been said with a slight slur. Calling him ‘a little drunk’ 
is an understatement of the century, right now his emotions are definitely exaggerated by alcohol. Regardless, | 


smile at him, stroke his cheek with my thumb and kiss him as well 
"| love you too James.” 


It feels amazing to finally get this weight off my chest. This feeling was killing me for so long and now | got to 
say it to him. To say it and see his eyes light up as | do it. 


He leans down and leaves a kiss on my neck before nuzzling into it and releasing a relaxed sigh. | scrunch up 


my eyes and smile to myself like an idiot. He loves me.. 


eR 


| curse under my breath as | walk towards James’ door. Raindrops are mercilessly pounding against my skin 
and | hear thunder somewhere far in the distance. My clothes are completely drenched at this point and my 
hair is dripping. 


Is all thanks to stupid James who insisted that we have to talk right now and my stupid car that broke down 
when | was like a quarter-mile away from his house during a stupid thunderstorm in the middle of fall.. He 


better have something really goddamn important to say. 

| shuffle around my wet pocket for the spare key that James has given me and unlock the door. As | walk in, 
my shoes make squeaky wet noises against the wooden floor, so | kick them off. James comes out of the 
kitchen and freezes when he sees me. Then, to my annoyance, he bursts out laughing. 


"What the hell happened to you?" | frown at him and squeeze some water out of my hair. 


"Rain" His laughter dies down and he gives me a pitying look as he walks to the bathroom and comes out with 


a towel that | gratefully take. 


| see that, but did you just decide to take a walk during this weather?" My scowl makes him smile again and | 


hit his arm with the towel. 
"Not fucking funny, my car broke down. It wasn't that far away from here, so | left it on the side of the road 
and walked" James comes up to me, gingerly places his hands on my wet and cold shoulders and kisses my 


forehead. 


"You're an idiot. | could've picked you up." 


| throw my hands around him and press my entire body to his, making sure that I'll leave him properly wet. 
James tries to escape at first, but eventually he just gives up and returns the hug. | smile and kiss his neck. 
That makes him shudder since my lips are still cold. 


"I know, but it was close enough to your home that | would've felt ridiculous asking you to pick me up." James 


just rolls his eyes and kisses my wet hair. 
"This wouldn't be a problem if you just moved in with me.." | look up at him and give him a small smile. 
"Soon. First | just want to find a buyer for my own house." 


"Yeah | know.." With that he places a soft kiss on my lips and pulls away slightly. "Let's go and get changed. | 


have a bit of a surprise for you." | smile and let him go. 


"Does it have anything to do with this smell of food I'm sensing?" He just smirks and shrugs. | can't help but 
laugh at the very idea of what I'm about to say. "James Alan Hetfield, did you cook?" 


His smirk only gets wider as he turns around and starts going upstairs. | silently follow him, equally intrigued 


and terrified by what he's planned. 
Since I'm not really keen on leaving my clothes at his place and James’ clothes are too big for me, | end up 
with an oversized t-shirt and a pair of jeans that are way too long, so | have to roll them up. Honestly, | don't 


even mind it. The loose clothes are comfortable and they smell like James. 


We make our way downstairs and walk into the kitchen. | stop in my tracks and just stare at what's in front of 


me. 
There are steaks with roasted vegetables served, along with some salad and two glasses of wine. Everything is 
dimly lit by a candle in the middle of the table. It doesn't sound like anything groundbreaking, but at that 
moment is seems like the sweetest thing that anyone has ever done for me. 

"Did you make this?" He awkwardly scratches the back of his head and shrugs. 

"Well yeah.. You know that cooking book that Kirk got me for Christmas last year as a joke?" 


"The one you said will look amazing in your fireplace?" 


"Yeah.. Apparently there's some pretty good and simple stuff in it. | couldn't really make all the fancy dishes, 
because this kitchen would be a pile of ashes if | tried, but this is something... | guess." 


| look at the food again, then walk over to him and pull him into a hug. It's much warmer and comfier this 


time. 


"This is amazing, thank you." James' chest vibrates as he chuckles. 
"Your opinion will probably change after you try it.." | laugh too and place a kiss on his cheek. 


"l'm sure that it's great." James just smiles and kisses my forehead softly before pulling away and motioning 


at the table. 

“Shall we?" 

We sit down and start eating. It's probably a bit mean to say this, but I'm actually surprised by how good 
everything tastes. | make a firm decision that from now on | won't be the only one cooking breakfast every 
morning. 


James keeps staring at me with a concerned look on his face the entire time and | can't help but chuckle. 


"Would you knock it off? The food is great, we're officially sharing the cooking responsibilities from now on 


James smirks and casts his eyes down at the plate. 
"Deal..." 


| feel like there's something he's not telling me. He looks uneasy for some reason and has barely touched his 


food. | set my fork down and give him my full attention 
"So what did you want to talk about?" James quickly looks up at me, looking almost startled. 
"What?" | raise my eyebrows and he gives me a nervous smile that quickly vanishes. 


"What did you want to talk about? When you called me, you said that there's something important you have to 


tell me. Or was it just a cover up for the dinner?" He sets his fork down too and clears his throat. 


"Uh... No. There's something | want to tell you. Or.. Ask you | suppose." | can't help but smile at how adorable 


he looks all nervous like this. 
"Go ahead." James takes a deep breath. 


"Well... | talked to Lars the other day and he told me this.. kind of interesting thing. Apparently Denmark has 


recently become the first country to.. Uh.. Legalize marriage between same sex couples." 


I'm not really sure how to react to that. A silly thought runs through my head, but | push it away 


immediately. He wouldn't. 


"Wow.. That's pretty cool" There's a small pause. James looks disappointed for some reason, like he was 


expecting a different reaction, so | try to continue. "It's about time, right? Stuff like that shouldn't be illegal in 


the first place." James gives me a shy smile which is quite rare for him. 
"Right... Well | invited you to come over today, cause | wanted to know if you maybe..” 


He stands up from his chair and pulls something out of his pocket. | look at him with wide eyes, not really sure 
what's going on. James walks around the table and stops right in front of me. | instinctively stand up. 


"Yeah?" My voice comes out much weaker than | intended, but James doesn't seem to notice, he's completely 


lost in whatever he's about to say. 


"Would you like to.." His hands are trembling. | still can't see what he's holding, but just a guess is making my 
heart beat faster. James starts to lower himself and ends up kneeling in front of me. "Go there and get 
married? Maybe? | mean, | know that I'm rushing things and | get it if you don't want to, but." 


Before he has a chance to finish his sentence | drop on my knees and pull him into a hug. James wraps his 
hands around me too. | can feel him trembling slightly and pull away to kiss him. His breath is shaky against 
my lips when we break apart and | notice that his eyes are bit more shiny than usual. I've never seen him so 


nervous before. 


He takes one of my hands into his and gives me whatever he was hiding in a closed fist before. | feel warm 
metal of some sort against my palm and gasp slightly as James finally pulls his hand away. A skull-shaped 
silver ring is lying in my hand. Cliff's ring. 


| look up at James and find him already looking at me with expecting eyes. Those same eyes turn absolutely 


heartbroken as | shake my head. 


"I. | can't take this. I'm sorry James, but | really can't. This is a small part of Cliff and it belongs to you." 


James gently places one hand on my jaw and closes my fingers around the ring with the other. 


"This ring means a lot to me, it's one of the most valuable things | have. | want you to have it, cause | want 
to spend the rest of my life with you and | know that you will take good care of it" A small smile appears on 
James’ lips. "You already have my heart, you might as well take the fucking ring too." 


| look down at the ring. It looks beautiful like this, with the soft candlelight reflecting on it. But | can't take it. 


James doesn't understand. Of course he doesn't.. This ring has a different meaning to him than it does to me. 


To him, its a symbol of his fallen brother. He feels like he has a small part of Cliffs spirit with him whenever 


he's wearing it. To me, it's a constant reminder of who's place I'm taking. Who I'll never be able to replace. 


It hurt when | saw this ring on James’ hand during the first few months of joining the band, when he would 
barely even talk to or look at me. It hurt when he wore it to the release party of And Justice For All and 
laughed at all the jokes people made about the bass being inaudible on the album. It hurt when | woke up and 


saw it on the nightstand after our first night together. Its hard to explain why, but this ring means nothing 


but pain to me. 
| shake my head again and look back at James. 


Im really sorry." He closes his eyes as | place the ring back on his palm, almost as if to stop himself from 
crying. | cup both of his cheeks with my hands and softly press my lips against his. | try to pour all my 
emotions into that kiss, to show that this doesn't mean anything and | still want to be with him. He doesn't 
respond, so | pull away and see him looking at me with sad eyes. | start stroking his cheek with my thumb. "| 
love you and | want to spend my life with you too. You know that right? But this." | look down at the ring 


again. "| simply can't." 


| don't bother to try and explain to him why | can't accept the ring. He wouldn't understand. James suddenly 


leans down, rests his forehead against mine and lightly kisses the corner of my mouth. 


"Hey... This law isn't going anywhere, we can do it whenever you feel ready. Until then, we don't need any rings 


or documents to love each other." 


He kisses me again, more passionately this time. We get up, go upstairs and make sweet and tender love to the 


sound of heavy raindrops hitting the bedroom window. 


eR 


| woke up on the floor, with the blanket half thrown on top of me, barely catching my breath. The dull pain 
slowly came back to my head as | became more aware of my surroundings, but it wasn't nearly as bad as it 


was before. 


My eyes were wet from tears and | found it hard to focus them on something, because small fractions of my 
life that were missing before kept flooding my mind. Everything from casual work at the studio to the most 


precious memories with James. 


Memories that included no violence, cheating or emotional abuse. James loved me.. He genuinely loved me and 
asked me to spend the rest of my life with him. And | left him, even though | promised him that | wouldn't. | 


could only imagine how much | hurt him with my words and how betrayed he must've felt. 


| covered my face with my hands and squeezed my eyes shut to prevent tears from falling. The realization of 


what | had done slowly crept in on me and | simply wanted to die. 


Chapter [3 


Author's Notes: 
This is pretty short and I'm sorry about that, but when | wrote this chapter it turned out to be like 5000 


words long, so | decided to split it up. 


| was still on the floor when | heard footsteps quickly running up to me. A dark silhouette knelt down by my 
side and | felt someone's hands gently cupping my face and turning my head. The figure leaned forward and | 
realized that it was Todd. 

"Jason, what happened? Can you see me? Come on man, look at me.." 

My vision was still a messy blur, it was almost like | was looking at everything through thick fog. | squeezed 
my eyes shut and opened them again. Tears spilled out and the world suddenly came into focus. | shoved Todd's 


hands away from myself and put all my strength into standing up. 


| was still a bit lightheaded, so it wasn't an easy task. With a few stumbles | managed to get on my feet and 
instantly stepped away from Todd. 


"You lied to me.." His eyes widened and he quickly shook his head. 


"What are you talking about? Jase, you need to sit down, you're really pale.." He came closer to me again and 


tried to guide me towards the couch, but | didn't move. 

| don't need to sit down, | need to go home." A frightened look crossed Todd's face. 

"What? No, you can't.. Think about how pissed off James will be because you left. He's going kill you, | don't 
want you to get hurt" As he said it he started leaning closer to me and | was suddenly overwhelmed with 


disgust that quickly morphed into anger. 


"Stop fucking lying to me, he didn't do anything!" Todd gave me a sympathetic look and cupped my cheek with 
his hand. 


"He did. | know that it's hard to accept it, but." | tightly gripped his hand and pulled it away. 


"He didn't. | remember everything, James would never hurt me, he loves me." A hurt look flashed through 


Todd's eyes. 


"| love you... 


| froze. My anger was suddenly replaced with surprise. He obviously showed me affection, but | didn't expect to 


hear those words from him. 


"What do you mean you love me? You don't know me." A small smile appeared on Todd's lips and it scared me 


more than anything. 


“Technically | don't, but | remember when | first saw you in a Metallica show.. | couldn't stop looking at you the 
entire time. You were so amazing.. I've seen and read every single one of your interviews since then, | know so 
much about you and when we finally met, you were just like | imagined you. So nice and kind.. | just want to be 
with you and take care of you. Hetfield can't do that, he's an alcoholic asshole who just puts you in danger. | 


would never do that." 


His voice trailed off and | just stared at him, completely stunned. | couldn't wrap my head around what he just 


said. | didn't even know if | wanted to.. 


Todd didn't have so much trouble thinking at the moment. He used my hand that was still holding him by the 


wrist to pull me closer to him and kissed me. 


| could tell that he was trying to make the kiss feel as good as possible for me, but | immediately pushed him 


away, putting some distance between us. 


"Don't touch me." Todd was about to say something, but his mouth snapped shut after he heard my disgusted 
tone. His hands hung down by his sides and he let out a shaky breath. "Why are you doing this?" 


"Because | lo-" 


"Fucking stop it!" His voice died down and | could see tears gathering in his eyes. Normally | would've felt bad, 
but | just couldn't pity him after what he did. "| want the real reason Why did you lie to me?" Todd closed his 
eyes and sighed. 


‘| wanted you to break up with James. | know that you're not happy with him, | just... | know it! | thought that 
you would leave him and hell, maybe he would actually lash out at you for doing it.. And then you would come 
to me and | would give you the love that you deserve." He looked down at the floor nervously. "Plus, there 
would be a free spot in Metallica and Hetfield would obviously kick you out.. | know some guys at the record 
label who would maybe help me get the gig.. Everything would be perfect. I'd have you and get to play in front 
of huge crowds like | did last night" 


| silently listened to his speech. It was honestly creepy how detailed his plan was. With each sentence | felt 
more and more disgusted by what he was saying and by myself, for actually believing him. 


Without a single word | bent down and picked up my clothes from the floor. Todd silently watched me as | 
dressed myself. His look seemed desperate, but he didn't do anything to stop me. Finally | stood up straight and 


looked at his tearful eyes for a moment. 


"Look. I'm sorry about whatever problems you're dealing with right now, but | don't want you to come near 


me or James ever again. Got it?" Todd nervously ran his hand through his hair. 
"Jason, please." | simply shook my head. 


‘lm doing you a favour by asking you to stay away from us, you wouldn't want to get in James' way after he 
finds out what happened." 


Todd lowered his head and nodded as | walked past him. | quickly put on my shoes, threw on my jacket and 


walked out. 


It was still snowing outside as | was driving down almost empty highways and thinking about what | could 
possibly say to James. There was nothing that could justify what | accused him of, no apologies could lessen 
the amount of mistrust that | showed. 


A dreadful thought that he might not forgive crossed my mind. He would have every right to do it and | would 
deserve it, but it was still terrifying. It wasn't even because | had nowhere to go, | just didn't want to live 


without James. 


What made this whole situation even worse, was the fact that James was probably blaming himself for what 
happened. He was incredibly insecure under all that tough exterior and couldn't let go of the past, when things 


weren't.. so great between us. 


He would apologise to me over and over again, and | would always just pull him into a kiss and tell him that | 
forgive him. That l'm his and the past doesn't matter. 


This time | didn't.. Instead, | basically said that nothing had changed between us and he could still treat me the 
way he used to under the right circumstances. James' hurt eyes flashed in my mind and | gripped the steering 


wheel a little tighter. 


| loved him. | always did.. Even when | couldn't remember why, that feeling was still there. The very idea of 
someone hurting him angered me and the fact that it was me who hurt him made me feel beyond frustrated, 
because | simply didn't know what to do or say to fix everything. Or if he even wanted to hear what | had to 


say anymore... 


There was no time to organize my thoughts though. | stopped the car in front of our house and took a deep 
breath before stepping out. | wanted to get to James as soon as possible, but my steps were still hesitant as | 
approached the door. 


All the windows were dark, but | was certain that he wasn't sleeping. Whenever something bad would happen, 
James had a stupid habit of depriving himself from sleep and food, almost as if to punish himself. During those 
days | would always stay by his side, basically forcing him to keep his body going. Right now | could only pray 


that he didn't turn to alcohol, because his drinking binges could be ugly and filled with self-hatred. 


| finally reached the door and just stood in front of it for a moment, taking deep breaths and trying to stop 
my heart from pounding against my ribcage. | don't know if it was because of the cold or because of how 


nervous | was, but my hand was slightly shaky when | finally forced myself to ring the doorbell. 


| obviously knew where the spare key was, | could've simply used it to go inside, but | didn't want to feel like 
I'm intruding into a house that might not even be mine anymore. As silly as it sounds, | wanted James to invite 


me inside. To accept me back in a way.. 


So | waited. I've never been so tense in my life, | could almost swear that | heard snowflakes landing on the 
ground behind me.. After what felt like forever the lights turned on inside. | heard a sound of footsteps on the 
other side of the door, then a key being turned in the lock. And then | saw him. 


Chapter 14 


Author's Notes: 
So yeah.. This story was fun to write, even if a bit frustrating at times. | hope you guys enjoyed it? There 
might be an epilogue.. Or not. Depending on how much I'll hate it after | write it. 


My mind was completely blank when my eyes met James’. | wanted to do so many things, | wanted to hug him 
and never let go, to fall on my knees and beg for his forgiveness, to kiss him.. Just kiss him. But | didn't do 
anything. | stood there frozen for a moment as he was looking at me with an unreadable expression on his 


face. 


"Uh... Can | come in?" That was the most idiotic thing that | possibly could've said, but James just lowered his 
eyes to the ground and stepped away from the door slightly, giving me enough room to walk inside. 


"You live here.." 

| walked past him and stopped as | heard the sound of the door being shut behind me. | anticipated this 
conversation to be awkward, but | still wasn't prepared for my utter loss of words. | took off my jacket and 
tossed it aside, then turned back to James. He was refusing to look at me and that stung a little bit. 

"Look, I." 

"Where were you?" 

His tone was oddly calm and sad. It was somehow unnatural for James. | swallowed a lump in my throat, 
knowing that | had to tell him the truth. | was just expecting that maybe this question wouldn't come up so 
soon.. 

"At Todd's place." His jaw clenched as he heard my answer. "But." 


"Did anything happen between you two?" 


The question made my heart sink. | couldn't lie to him, but | knew how much my answer would hurt him. All of 


a sudden | was glad that he wasn't looking at me. 


"He kissed me." There was silence for a second. James calmly nodded, but judging by his look, he was ready to 


punch a hole in the nearest wall.. "But | pushed him away immediately! | swear, nothing else happened." 


"Are you here to pick up your stuff?" That caught me off guard. 


"What?" 


"Are you here to pick up your stuff?" The harshness in his voice made me terrified of making him repeat 


that question again. 

"Nol Of course not!" 

| walked up to him and basically forced myself into his field of view, but regretted my decision immediately. He 
finally looked at me, but his eyes were completely cold and distant. The only other time he looked at me like 
that was during my first audition for the band, a week after Cliffs funeral. 


| raised my hand and ran it over his cheek, but he just turned his head to the side and took a step back. 


"You should. If you won't be able to trust me, then there's no point to all this. You'll be better off with him" 
His words felt like a slap in the face. 


"James, no." | walked up to him again, cupped his jaw and placed a gentle kiss on his lips. "I love you." 


That made his defenses fall for a second. His eyes widened slightly and he looked up at me with hope, but it 
didn't last long. 


"What about all those things that you told me? That | get drunk and beat you up.. It must be pretty fucking 


scary to stay here with me." 

His voice was so bitter.. It made me feel like even more of an asshole, if that was even possible. 

"No.. Please don't say that. It was a terrible mistake, | fucked up.." | wrapped my arms around him and laid my 
head on his shoulder, ignoring the fact that he was completely rigid against me. His lack of reaction was 


frustrating. "I'm so sorry baby, | had no right to doubt you." 


James still didnt move, but this time he didn't pull away either. | stood like that for a second, simply leaning on 
him and taking in the comfort and warmth that feeling his body against mine was giving me. 


| had an idea what to do, but | was almost afraid to try it. Because what if it wouldn't work? What then? It 


was my last resort and | was afraid to lose it. | was afraid to lose James.. 

Eventually | pushed away my doubts, took a deep breath and slowly pulled away from him. 

"Please follow me? If you'll still want me to leave after this, | will. Just give me this one chance." 

James coldly stared at me for a second. It made shivers run down my spine and not in a good way. | was used 


to seeing those sky blue eyes looking at me with love and care, sparkling with happiness or burning with 
passion, but not being like this.. Dull and lifeless. 


"Did you give me a chance?" 


| could swear that the sharp pain that went through my heart was real.. He was right. | didn't give him a 
chance. | blindly followed a wave of fear and anger that took over me. He had every right to do the same and 


kick me out. 
| shut my eyes to stop tears from gathering and cleared my throat. 
"No... | did not. And I'm so fucking sorry for that.. But please, just.. Just follow me?" 


| took a few steps backwards, but James didn't move. Since there was really no other option for me, | just 


turned around and started walking upstairs, hoping that curiosity will win him over and he'll do the same. 


| went to our bedroom and knelt down in front of a dresser that stood there. As | opened the bottom drawer, 
a sad smile crept into my lips. It was almost ridiculous that | opened this drawer more than once while | 
couldn't remember my life with James and the shoebox that sat in its far corner never caught my attention 


enough to open it. 


Well, it did now.. The box was filled with things that might've appeared to be simple junk to any other person, 
but | knew that to James this stuff was more precious than anything in the world. A few loose sheets of 


paper with lyrics and notes hurriedly scribbled on them, some guitar picks, a pack of new, unused strings and a 


few cassettes. All of that belonged to Cliff. 
The most important item there was put into another small box. | took it out with shaking hands and simply 
looked at it for a second. There was a sound of footsteps behind me and | held my breath as | waited for 


James' reaction. Any reaction. 


For a while there was silence. James simply stood behind me, probably expecting me to say something, but | 


kept quiet. | was too scared to ruin everything, Finally his deep voice broke the tension in the room. 


"How did you know that its there?" | sighed, stood up and slowly turned to him. James was looking at me with 
his eyebrows furrowed. "I don't remember telling you about all this stuff. At least not after the accident.. 


He looked completely lost, but | was glad. Confusion's better than anger. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

| looked down at the box in my hand, opened it and took out the skull shaped ring. It was just as spotless and 
beautiful as | remembered it. James’ eyes followed mine and | heard his breath hitch as he realized what | was 


holding. 


| looked up again and my eyes met James’ wide ones. He looked like he couldn't believe what he was about to 


say. 
"Jase, did you.. Fuck, did you get your memory back?" 


James' voice was shaking and his eyes were desperately searching mine for any kind of confirmation. | gave 


him a small smile and nodded my head. 


| don't know what kind of reaction | was expecting, but | definitely got more than | deserved when he smiled 
back at me, closed the distance between us and pulled me into a tight hug. 


My broken arm got caught between us and it wasn't the most comfortable position ever, but | kept quiet 
about it, not wanting to ruin the moment or snap James out of his happiness. | didn't want him to stop clinging 
to me either.. 

Eventually it started hurting though and | shifted my hand against his stomach. 


"James." He quickly pulled away and loosened his arms around me, but didn't let go completely. 


"Shit, sorry." The smile quickly came back to his face and he planted a soft kiss on my forehead. "I'm so 
fucking happy for you." 


| closed my eyes as he kissed me and didn't want to open them again It all just felt too good. But | felt his 
hand running over my jaw and reluctantly came back to reality. James was looking at me and | realized that he 
was crying. 

My hand instinctively came up to wipe his tears away and he smiled at me as he leaned into my touch. For a 
while we just stood there looking at each other. James' face was no longer clouded with sadness, he was looking 


at me with so much love and! was one step away from tearing up myself. 


Then | remembered the small piece of metal in my hand and quickly glanced down at it before looking up at 


James again with questioning eyes. 

"So.. Why didn't you tell me?" He suddenly looked regretful. 

"| don't know.. You were already going through so much stress after you woke up. You didn't even want to go 
home with me, imagine if | casually told you that we talked about getting married?" He had a point, | would've 
freaked out. 

"| guess you're right.. But you should've told me later." James smiled sadly. 


"Maybe. It doesn't really make much difference now.." 


The smile slowly left his face and he looked away from me. | realized what he meant by that and gently leaned 


into him, burying my face in the crook of his neck and leaving a few light kisses there. 


"You have no idea how fucking sorry | am.. | love you so much." | raised my head and gave him a serious look. 


If you still want me to leave, | will" James ran his hand through my hair and leaned his forehead against mine. 


"| don't want you to leave.. I'd probably drink myself to death if you did. | simply thought that if you're afraid 


of me, | shouldn't force you to live in fear..." 


| didn't know how to respond to that, so | simply pressed my lips to his and slowly kissed him. The idea that he 


would sacrifice his own happiness for me, made me feel like an even bigger piece of shit.. 
Eventually we broke apart and | placed another small kiss on the corner of his mouth. 
"| don't fucking deserve you." James chuckled and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. 


"Don't be silly." He looked at me for a second with thoughtful eyes and released a small sigh. "Why did you 
even think that?" 


"Because you're so good to me and here | am accusing you of all sorts of bullshit.” 

"No, | mean why would you thing that | would ever hurt you like that?" My mouth snapped shut. | realized 
that | never explicitly mentioned to James who told me all those things.. | lowered my eyes, but he instantly 
placed his fingers under my chin and made me look up at him. "Jason?" 


"It doesn't matter." | tried to connect our lips again, but he placed his hand on my chest and kept me away. 


‘It does." | could see his look getting angrier. "Was it him?" | didn't need to ask who he meant by ‘him’, the 


anger and revulsion in his voice made it pretty obvious. 
"Come on, it really doesn't..." He took his hands away from me and | could see them clenching into fists. 


"ll fucking kill him." Before | had any time to react, he started walking towards the door with a murderous 


look on his face. 
"Wait, nol" 


| quickly ran in front of him and stopped him right at the doorway. James looked furious, but his eyes 
softened slightly as he looked at me. 


"Jase, | love you, but get out of my fucking way." He tried to walk past me, but | stepped to the side and 
blocked his way again. 


"This is unnecessary, | talked to him. You're never gonna see him again." 


"Damn right I'm not going to fucking see him, that motherfucker will be six feet under when I'm done with 


him!" 


He tried to walk past me one more time and almost made it. | could tell that he was desperately fighting an 
instinct to just push me away. 


| had to think fast, so | quickly stepped closer to him and before James had any time to stop me again, kissed 
him. This kiss was much hungrier and more passionate than the previous ones. My hands wrapped around him 
and | slowly ran them up and down his back. 

At first James hummed into the kiss, as if he wanted to say something, but soon started kissing me back. For 
a while | forgot everything around us and simply enjoyed the moment, but eventually we had to break apart 
for some air. 

| took one of his hands into mine and gently unclenched his fist, making his fingers intertwine with mine. 

"Calm down." James just shook his head. 


"He has to pay for what he did" | raised his hand and brought it to my lips. 


‘Its not worth it. The guy has some issues, you'll achieve nothing by hurting him." He released a frustrated 
groan and | could feel him squeezing my hand slightly. 


"How can you be so fucking calm about all this? Just think about what he did, the motherfucker deserves 


every punch | would throw at him!" 


It was hard to argue with James. His anger was justified, what Todd did was terrible. But the last thing | 


wanted was James getting in trouble for assaulting him. 

As | was trying to come up with a way to make James relax, my fingers nervously clenched and suddenly | 
remembered what | was holding in my other hand. It only took me a second to ask myself if | really wanted 
what | was about to do. The answer was yes. 


"James..." 


| knew from the very beginning that we shouldn't have trusted him. The way he looked at you was fucking 
disgusting." 


"James" 


"And the way he glared at us whenever he saw us kissing." 


"James!" My raised tone made him quickly focus his attention on me, almost like he just noticed that | was 


standing there in the first place. 
"What?" 
"| do." 


His angry and frustrated facial expression changed into a puzzled one. | could tell that he was now really 


listening to me. 
"You do what?" | chuckled and brought my free hand between us, showing him the ring in my palm. 


"| do." 


James looked down and | could feel his entire body tensing against me. He quickly glanced up at me with 
disbelieving eyes. 


"You mean.." | smiled and nodded. 


"Yeah." | was expecting him to be happy, but he looked more shocked than anything. For a while he simply 


stared at me. "James?" 
"You actually want to spend the rest of your life with me?" 


His voice was quiet and so insecure, that it broke my heart. It sounded like he couldn't believe that | actually 
wanted to be with him. Sometimes the way he saw things baffled me. | mean, sure, our relationship didn't start 


out very well, but things change. People change. He should know that better than anyone else. 


| gave him a small smile, reached out my hand and gently ran my fingers over his cheek, then leaned closer 


and softly brushed my lips against his. 


"I love you." As if to confirm my words, | glanced down at the ring in my hand, took it with slightly shaky 
fingers and put it on. 


James stared at it for a second, looking completely captivated. Then, all of a sudden he pulled me in and started 
wildly kissing me. There was no more hesitation or doubts in his actions, it was almost like he realized that | 


was his for the first time. And he was mine.. 


He started slowly steering us towards the bed and when the back of my knees bumped into the mattress, he 


gently lowered me on it, never breaking our lips apart. 


Clothing was quickly discarded and our hands started feverishly roaming each other's bodies. James only pulled 
away from me for a second to fetch a bottle of lube from the nightstand drawer and his lips were instantly 


back on my jaw and neck, making me squirm with pleasure and anticipation 


Normally James would tease me a little bit, but this time | could tell that he was just as, if not more 


desperate to feel our bodies become one than | was. 


He got me ready with his fingers while leaving sloppy kisses all over my chest. | was practically on the edge of 
release when he finally entered me. We both released a moan and James leaned down to kiss me, giving me 


time to adjust to him. 


His lips traveled from my mouth to my neck and he finally started moving his hips. Slowly and carefully at 
first, but his thrusts kept getting faster and stronger, making us both pant for air and gasp each other's 


names. 


James buried his face in my hair and | could hear short grunts coming from deep inside his chest as he 
continued to pound into me. His skin got shimmery with sweat and | could feel his hot breath getting heavier 
against my shoulder, indicating that he wasn't going to last much longer. | wrapped my legs around his hips, 
allowing him go deeper inside of me and that finally did it for him. 


Something between a groan and a cry left his lips and his shaking body collapsed on top of me. | wrapped my 


arms around him and started massaging his back while the last waves of pleasure slowly left him. 


As soon as he came back to his senses, James slid his hand between our bodies and started stroking me while 
leaving small kisses and bites all over my collarbone. My breath hitched as one final stroke brought me to 


complete ecstasy. Hot pleasure washed over my body, making every single one of my muscles tingle. 


My fingers dug into James’ skin and that made him hiss slightly, but it was immediately followed by a quiet 


moan. 


When the breathtaking sensation was over | opened my eyes and saw James watching me with a slight smirk 


on his lips. 

He leaned down and kissed my forehead, then rolled over to lie by my side and immediately pulled me on top of 
him. | released a relaxed sigh into his neck and closed my eyes. James was absentmindedly stroking my hair and 
| felt him kissing the top of my head. 

Sleep was already starting to carry me away as his husky whisper reached my ears. 

"Please don't leave me ever again." 

| wasn't even sure if | was supposed to hear it, but | looked up at him anyway and met his drowsy looking 


eyes. | doubt that he was expecting an answer, but | pulled myself up slightly and left a gentle kiss on his 
slightly parted lips. 


"Never." The corner of James' mouth curled into a small smile as he finally closed his eyes, looking completely 
calm and content. The sight was beautiful and relaxing. | lied back down and snuggled into his chest that was 

starting to rise and fall a little slower as he was giving in to sleep. It didn't take long until | heard small snores 
coming from him. | took a deep breath and softly kissed his warm skin underneath me. "I won't forget you ever 


again..." 


The words remained unheard by anyone, but it was the most important promise I've ever given and | was 


determined to keep it for the rest of my life. 


